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TYBURN:  A  SONNET 

Christ’s  Martyrs  !  when  both  faith  and  love  wax 
cold 

Most  meet  it  is  to  bear  in  great  repute 

Your  high  philosophy  that  could  transmute 

The  things  the  world  counts  base  to  purest  gold: 

Torments  and  bonds  to  treasures  manifold, 

The  rack  to  bed  prized  more  than  softest 
down, 

The  rope  to  priestly  stole — sorrow  your 
crown — 

The  scaffold  to  the  Mount  whence  to  behold 

The  glorious  vision  of  the  Promised  Land. 

You  held  more  dear  than  cheerful  household 
scene 

The  smoking  cauldron  and  the  knife’s  sharp 
gleam. 

You  made  a  shameful  name,  O  martyr  ba.nd, 

A  name  of  glory,  Love,  and  Praise  Divine. 

Christ,  King  of  Martyrs,  bless  thy  Tyburn 
shrine  ! 

A  Nun  of  Tyburn  Convent. 
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NOTICE 


This  book  is  sold  for  the  benefit  of 
Tyburn  Convent,  6,  Hyde  Park  Place, 
London,  W.  2. 


PREFACE 


A  new  edition  of  Tyburn  and  the 
English  Martyrs  is  very  welcome  and 
most  opportune.  It  is  welcome  because 
it  is  proof  that  interest  in  our  Martyrs 
is  living;  and  it  is  opportune,  appearing 
at  the  moment  when  at  last  a  new  and 
sustained  effort  is  to  be  made  to  gain 
ecclesiastical  recognition  for  so  many 
whose  names  and  causes  still  await  the 
judgement  of  the  Holy  See. 

We  trust  that  this  little  book  will  be 
in  the  possession  of  every  Catholic  house¬ 
hold;  that  it  will  be  read  by  young  and 
old;  and  that  parents  will  make  use  of  it, 
among  other  means,  to  bring  up  their 
children  in  the  knowledge,  love  and 
veneration  of  those  who  in  our  own  land 
so  bravely  gave  their  lives  for  God’s  Holy 
Catholic  Church  and  the  supremacy  of 
the  See  Apostolic. 

FRANCIS  CARDINAL  BOURNE, 
Archbishop  of  Westminster. 

Feast  of  the  Blessed  Protomartyr, 
Cuthbert  Maine, 

November  29,  1923. 
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INTRODUCTION 


This  little  book  contains  the  substance 
of  Conferences  given  in  the  Convent  Chapel 
at  Tyburn  on  the  Feast  of  the  English 
Martyrs,  and  the  triduum  which  pre¬ 
ceded  it,  in  May,  1904.  Twenty  years 
almost  have  elapsed  since  then,  and  the 
book  has  gone  through  two  editions.  The 
nuns  of  Tyburn  have  begged  me  to  issue 
a  third,  as  the  work  has  been  found  useful 
in  making  known  the  cause  of  the  glorious 
Martyrs  of  England,  in  promoting  devo¬ 
tion  to  them,  and  in  raising  up  friends  and 
supporters  for  the  devoted  Religious  who, 
in  spite  of  poverty  and  every  sort  of 
difficulty,  have  made  the  name  of  Tyburn 
still  more  glorious  and  more  dear. 

The  appalling  load  of  debt  which 
threatened  to  overwhelm  them  has  now, 
through  the  devoted  efforts  of  these 
friends,  through  the  touching  generosity 
of  rich  and  poor  alike,  been  all  but  re¬ 
moved.  God  has  rolled  away  the  stone, 
though  it  was,  indeed,  exceeding  great. 
The  difficulties  are  by  no  means  all  sur¬ 
mounted,  but  the  Community  has  passed 
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safely  through  the  hardships  of  the  years 
of  war,  and  in  spite  of  much  poverty  and 
constant  anxiety  about  daily  bread,  it 
has  become  an  established  fact  in  our 
midst,  a  source  of  immense  graces  to 
London  and  to  England,  a  centre  of 
devotion  to  our  martyrs  whose  value  and 
importance  it  would  be  impossible  to 
exaggerate. 

For  this  year,  1923,  has  marked  a  new 
step  forward  in  the  cause  of  those  martyrs 
who  have  consecrated  Tyburn  with  their 
blood.  The  Apostolic  Process  (or  Enquiry 
by  the  Holy  See)  as  to  252  English 
Martyrs,  now  styled  Venerable,  to  as¬ 
certain  whether  they  are  worthy  to  be 
raised  to  the  honours  of  Beatification, 
was  solemnly  opened  this  summer  at 
Westminster;  and  the  witnesses  will  be 
engaged  for  many  months  in  laying  before 
the  appointed  judges  all  that  they  have 
been  able  to  learn,  in  ancient  records, 
in  history  and  tradition  as  to  the  lives, 
deaths,  and  miracles  of  these  Venerable 
Servants  of  God.  Of  these  252,  no  died 
in  the  province  of  Westminster,  and  of 
these  77  suffered  at  Tyburn.  The  wit¬ 
nesses  have  to  prove  that  each  and  all  of 
them  died  for  the  Catholic  Faith,  and  for 
nothing  else.  Their  heroic  constancy, 
their  supernatural  virtues,  have  to  be  made 
clear  as  the  day.  It  has  to  be  proved  that 
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while  their  persecutors  continually  strove 
to  cloak  their  true  motives  under  some 
specious  plea,  accusing  their  innocent 
victims  of  treason  against  the  State  or 
other  crimes,  they  were  in  reality  always 
animated  by  hatred  of  the  Catholic  Faith. 

The  Court  is  a  judicial  one,  the  judges 
represent  the  Holy  See,  facts  and  allega¬ 
tions  have  to  be  thoroughly  sifted ;  special 
officials  are  appointed  whose  business  it 
is  to  make  every  possible  objection,  to 
raise  every  apparent  difficulty,  for  our 
martyrs  have  to  be  above  all  suspicion, 
and  no  doubtful  case  must  ever  succeed  in 
passing  through  the  ordeal. 

We  can,  in  fact,  hardly  venture  to  hope 
that  all  and  each  of  these  252  heroes  will 
eventually  be  raised  to  the  altars  of  the 
Church.  But  we  do  most  emphatically 
hope  and  expect  that,  in  a  few  years’ 
time,  when  the  long  and  laborious  pro¬ 
cess  is  finished,  and  Rome  has  made  the 
final  and  supreme  decision,  the  vast 
majority  of  them  will  be  numbered  among 
the  blessed,  and  that  England  will  be 
glorified  by  her  multitude  of  martyrs. 
Then  we  may  surely  hope  that  the  long 
predicted,  long  prayed  for,  long  postponed 
day  may  at  last  dawn,  and  the  dowry  of 
Mary,  the  Mother  of  Martyrs,  may  once 
more  be  numbered  among  the  Catholic 
nations  of  Christendom.  But,  as  has  well 
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been  said,  “  the  energy  to  carry  through 
this  laborious  work  must  come  from  the 
faithful.  .  .  .  Rome  will  never  approve 
a  cultus  unless  she  sees  some  popular 
demand  for  it.  .  .  .  The  devotion  of  the 
people  may  in  its  way  be  called  essential 
for  obtaining  the  object  desired.”* 

To  the  faithful,  too,  we  must  look  for 
the  support  which  they  alone  can  give — 
not  merely  money  will  be  needed,  but 
sympathy,  devotion,  enthusiasm.  The 
Catholics  of  England  must  learn  to  love 
their  martyrs,  to  acclaim  their  cause,  to  be 
eager  about  its  success,  to  demand  the 
Beatification  instanter,  instantius,  instan- 
tissime. 

The  priests  will  lead,  here  as  ever,  their 
flocks.  Think  of  it,  Reverend  Fathers, 
it  is  the  cause  of  priests,  of  secular  priests 
above  all !  No  less  than  150  of  these 
glorious  martyrs  are  secular  priests. 

It  is  in  the  hope  that  this  little  book 
will  help,  however  humbly,  to  promote 
this  great  cause,  that  I  venture  to  issue 
this  third  edition. 

Those  who  love  the  martyrs  turn 
naturally  to  Tyburn.  It  is  to  them  an 
unspeakable  joy  that  now,  for  over  twenty 
years,  there  stands  an  altar,  however 
humble,  upon  this  sacred  spot,  an  altar 

*  Rev.  J.H.  Pollen,  S.J.,  The  Venerable  Martyrs 
of  England. 
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where  the  holy  Sacrifice  of  the  Mass  is 
continually  pleaded  for  the  conversion  of 
our  country,  and  the  incense  of  inter¬ 
cession  goes  up  day  and  night  from  fervent 
hearts  before  our  divine  Lord  exposed  on 
his  eucharistic  throne. 

More  than  three  hundred  years  ago  this 
was  foretold,  and  it  has  now  been  accom¬ 
plished  in  our  own  day.  Truly  it  is  the 
Lord’s  doing,  and  it  is  marvellous  in  our 
eyes  ! 

It  is  true  that  there  is  yet  much  to  be 
done.  We  must  not  be  content  until 
there  rises  on  this  spot  a  votive  church, 
worthy  of  those  who  here  shed  their  blood 
for  Christ.  As  Paris  has  her  Chapelle 
Expiatoire  in  memory  of  the  illustrious 
victims  of  the  Revolution,  so  London 
must  have  her  martyrs’  shrine,  resplendent 
with  the  beauty  of  holiness,  where  her 
children  may  gather  together  to  praise  him 
who  is  wonderful  in  his  saints. 

He  will  no  doubt  inspire  some  generous 
heart  to  raise  a  monument  of  expiation, 
which  by  its  material  beauty  will  draw 
to  Tyburn  multitudes  of  those  to  whom 
his  martyrs  are  as  yet  unknown,  and  thus 
exert  a  powerful  influence  in  the  great 
work  of  the  conversion  of  England. 
Hither,  too,  will  flock  pilgrims  ever  more 
numerous  and  more  fervent,  praising 
God  for  his  mercies,  and  imploring  the 
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grace  of  conversion  for  their  separated 
brethren. 

This  work,  indeed,  is  already  begun. 
The  little  chapel  in  which  these  con¬ 
ferences  were  given  was  too  small  to  hold 
the  pilgrims  who  were  drawn  thither,  and 
there  are  already  hundreds  who  have 
gladly  seized  the  privilege  of  inscribing 
the  names  of  those  in  whose  conversion 
they  are  interested  in  the  book  which  lies 
ever  before  the  Blessed  Sacrament  at 
Tyburn. 

In  the  Introduction  to  the  first  edition 
of  this  work  I  ventured  to  make  a  pre¬ 
diction.  Saul  has  been  numbered  among 
the  prophets,  for  the  prediction  has  been 
most  wonderfully  fulfilled  !  I  then  wrote 
as  follows:  “  Soon,  no  doubt,  public  pro¬ 
cessions  of  pilgrims  will  pass  down  Oxford 
Street  and  Edgware  Road  to  this  little 
Sanctuary,  just  as  they  now  do  to  the 
Tyburn  at  York  each  Whitsuntide.”  Six 
years  later  the  prophecy  was  fulfilled. 
The  “  Walk  from  Newgate  to  Tyburn,” 
which  has  since  attained  such  marvellous 
proportions,  was  then  inaugurated  on  the 
Sunday  before  the  martyrs’  feast  in  May 
by  that  devoted  friend  of  Tyburn,  Father 
Philip  Fletcher,  Master  of  the  Guild  of 
Our  Lady  of  Ransom.  With  the  crucifix 
at  its  head,  this  procession  passed  along 
the  Via  Dolorosa  of  the  Martyrs,  with 
xiv 


INTRODUCTION 


prayer,  hymn,  and  litany  for  the  con¬ 
version  of  our  country.  Y ear  by  year  the 
procession  grows,  and  now  it  numbers 
thousands  of  devout  pilgrims. 

Soon  the  numbers  grew  so  great  that 
they  filled  the  road  outside  the  convent, 
kneeling  humbly  before  the  chapel  which 
was  too  small  to  contain  even  a  hundredth 
part  of  them.  And  then  the  Cardinal 
Archbishop,  moved  by  their  faith  and 
devotion,  permitted  the  priest  to  give 
benediction  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament 
from  the  balcony  outside  the  chapel.  I 
was  privileged  first  to  give  this  benedic¬ 
tion,  and  it  was  an  experience  I  shall  never 
forget.  The  Bayswater  Road  was  crowded 
as  far  as  eye  could  reach  with  kneeling 
figures;  behind  the  railings  of  the  park 
were  to  be  seen  many  more.  The  Tantum 
Ergo  was  thundered  forth  by  these 
thousands,  and  then  there  fell  a  hush,  a 
silence  that  could  be  felt,  as  the  bell 
tinkled  its  summons,  and  the  monstrance 
was  raised  in  blessing  over  the  prostrate 
crowd  and  over  the  great  city  beyond. 
And  some  years  later,  on  his  very  jubilee 
day,  the  Cardinal  himself  came  to  crown 
our  joy,  and  give  in  solemn  state  the  bless¬ 
ing  of  our  Lord  to  his  people,  from  the 
selfsame  place. 

Hither,  then,  to  Tyburn  come  converts 
to  give  thanks  to  God  and  his  martyrs 
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for  the  priceless  gift  of  faith;  hither,  too, 
come  the  representatives  of  those  grand 
old  English  families  who  remained  faithful 
through  the  long  dark  years  of  persecution, 
and  gladly  gave  their  sons  to  die  for  Christ 
at  Tyburn.  Hither  come  those  candid, 
generous  souls  who,  brought  up  in  error, 
are  struggling  to  be  free.  And  all  will 
here  invoke  the  glorious  martyrs  who  dyed 
with  their  blood  this  sacred  soil. 

And  now  let  me  add  a  word  about  the 
site  of  Tyburn. 

The  place  takes  its  name  from  the  little 
stream  of  Tybourne,  or  Tyburn.  It  con¬ 
sisted,  we  are  told,  of  two  branches,  one 
of  which  crossed  Oxford  Street  near 
Stratford  Place,  while  the  other,  further 
west,  followed  nearly  the  course  of  the 
present  Westboume  Terrace  and  the 
Serpentine.  Five  hundred  years  ago  it 
was  a  pleasant  brook  with  rows  of  elms 
growing  on  its  banks.  These  trees  became 
the  originals  of  the  “  Tyburn  Tree.” 
They  were  used  for  executions,  and  on 
one  of  them  Roger  Mortimer,  the  murderer 
of  Edward  II.,  is  said  to  have  been  hanged. 

Later  on  the  place  of  execution  was 
moved  further  east,  to  the  corner  of  the 
Edgware  Road  and  the  Oxford  Road, 
where  it  became  a  fixture  for  centuries. 

The  triangular  gibbet  was  a  permanent 
erection.  A  new  one  was  erected  for  the 
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martyrdom  of  Blessed  John  Storey 
(June  i,  1571).  We  are  told  that  Blessed 
Edmund  Campion,  who  had  been  present 
at  the  aged  martyr’s  trial,  would  often 
make  pilgrimages  to  it  while  he  was  still 
free,  and  would  walk  between  its  posts 
with  bare  head  and  with  a  profound  bow, 
in  honour  both  of  the  cross  which  it 
figured  and  of  the  martyrs  whose  blood 
had  consecrated  it,  and  also  because,  as 
he  told  Father  Robert  Persons,  he  knew 
that  it  was  one  day  to  be  the  place  of  his 
own  conflict. 

A  piece  of  the  old  gibbet  was  kept  as 
a  sacred  relic  in  the  English  College  at 
Valladolid  at  the  beginning  of  the  seven¬ 
teenth  century. 

The  exact  spot  where  the  gallows  stood 
has  now  been  proved  to  have  been  the 
centre  of  the  cross-roads  where  Edgware 
Road  runs  into  the  Bayswater  Road.* 
Quantities  of  human  bones  were  found 
when  Connaught  Place  was  built,  and 
quantities  more  have  been  found  this 
very  year,  close  around  the  site  of  the 
gallows.  The  gibbet  stood  on  a  small 
eminence.  Tyburn  toll-house  (which  was 
removed  in  1829)  subsequently  stood  on 
the  spot.  A  gate  crossed  the  road,  and 
the  site  of  this  is  still  marked  by  a  stone 

*  See  the  article,  “  The  Site  of  Tyburn  Tree,” 
printed  in  the  Appendix. 
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with  the  inscription,  “  Here  stood  Tyburn 
Gate,”  which  is  placed  against  the  park 
railings,  almost  opposite  the  site  of  the 
gallows. 

In  an  old  plan  of  London,  dated  1708, 
Oxford  Street  is  called  “  Tyburn  Road.” 
It  is  described  as  lying  “  between  St  Giles' 
Pound,  east,  and  the  lane  leading  to  the 
gallows,  west.” 

Tyburn  Convent  does  not,  therefore,  and 
could  not,  occupy  the  exact  site  of  the 
gallows.  But  it  is  not  many  yards  distant 
from  the  spot,  and  it  doubtless  stands 
on  ground  which  has  been  soaked  with 
the  blood  of  martyrs,  and  in  which  their 
sacred  relics  may  still  be  buried. 

Tyburn  was  a  place  of  pilgrimage  even 
during  the  days  of  persecution.  As  we 
have  seen,  the  Blessed  Edmund  Campion 
himself  inaugurated  this  pilgrimage,  just 
as  the  Venerable  Margaret  Clitheroe  be¬ 
gan  that  to  the  York  Tyburn.  An  illus¬ 
trious  pilgrim  came  here,  it  is  said,  on  an 
occasion  which  has  become  historical. 
Queen  Henrietta  Maria,  soon  after  her 
arrival  in  London,  seems  to  have  gone 
there  to  pray  beneath  the  gibbet.  This  so 
incensed  the  Protestants  that  it  became 
the  cause  of  the  King’s  sending  her  ladies 
back  to  France.  The  frontispiece  of  this 
little  book  is  a  copy  of  a  rare  old  print 
in  the  British  Museum,  purporting  to 
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represent  the  Queen's  pilgrimage.  At  a 
short  distance  off  is  the  royal  carriage, 
drawn  by  six  horses;  in  the  coach  is  seated 
the  confessor,  and  a  page  with  lighted 
torch  stands  at  the  door. 

The  event  was  greatly  exaggerated  by 
the  popular  outcry,  and  it  was  pretended 
that  the  Queen  had  been  forced  by  her 
spiritual  directors  to  walk  barefoot  from 
her  palace  to  the  gallows. 

The  example  thus  set  by  one  of  the 
martyrs  of  Tyburn,  and  imitated  by  a 
Queen  of  England  and  a  daughter  of 
France,  has  never  been  wholly  forgotten 
by  the  Catholics  of  London.  We  read 
in  the  life  of  the  saintly  Mother  Margaret 
Hallahan,  O.S.D.,  that  as  a  child  (she 
was  bom  in  1803)  “  she  used  to  accompany 
other  pious  Catholics  in  the  visits  which 
it  was  then  customary  among  them  to 
pay  to  Tyburn  in  memory  of  the  martyrs 
who  had  suffered  there  since  the  Reforma¬ 
tion.  These  pilgrimages  were  performed 
with  great  devotion,  and  generally  on  Sun¬ 
days,  but  their  object  was  kept  carefully 
concealed  from  Protestant  neighbours.” 

No  doubt  the  removal  of  the  gibbet  (the 
place  of  execution  was  changed  to  Newgate 
in  1783)  and  the  building  of  houses  on  the 
sacred  site  tended  to  put  a  stop  to  these 
pious  pilgrimages.  They  are  now,  thank 
God,  resumed  under  happier  auspices. 
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Tyburn  has  exercised  its  fascination 
even  over  non-Catholics.  An  admirable 
work  by  Mr.  Alfred  Marks  entitled. 
“  Tyburn  Tree:  Its  History  and  Annals,” 
appeared  in  1909,  and  the  investigations 
of  its  author  and  of  Mr.  Herbert  Sieveking, 
M.R.C.S.,  led  to  the  fixing  by  the  London 
County  Council  of  a  triangular  stone  in 
the  roadway  on  the  site  of  the  gallows. 
A  brass  plate  on  this  stone  bore  a  repre¬ 
sentation  of  the  gallows  with  the  inscrip¬ 
tion,  Here  stood  Tyburn  Tree.  Removed 
1759.  This  memorial  was  placed  in 
position  April  7,  1909.*  At  the  same 
time  H.M.  Office  of  Works  placed  a  bronze 
tablet  on  the  railings  of  Hyde  Park  with 
an  inscription  as  follows: 


TYBURN  TREE 

The  triangular  stone  in  the  road¬ 
way  sixty-nine  feet  north  of  this 
point  indicates  the  site  of  the 
ancient  gallows  known  as  Tybum 
Tree,  which  was  demolished  in  1759. 

*  See  a  most  interesting  illustrated  pamphlet 
issued  by  the  County  Council,  “  Tyburn  Gallows,” 
price  2d.  (P.  S.  King  and  Son,  2  and  4,  Great 
Smith  Street,  Westminster,  S.W.).  I  am  sorry 
to  have  to  add  that  this  brass  plate  has  since 
been  removed.  The  tablet  on  the  railings  hard 
by,  however,  still  remains. 
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Finally,  the  old  stone,  marked  “  Half  a 
mile  from  Tvbum  Gate,”  has  been  refixed 
by  the  Council  in  approximately  its 
original  position,  outside  the  Capital  and 
Counties  Bank  (195,  Edgware  Road).  It 
now  bears  a  brass  tablet  with  a  long  in¬ 
scription  recording  its  history,  and  that 
of  Tyburn  Tree. 

For  all  this  we  must  be  most  thankful, 
as  it  helps  to  keep  alive  the  memory  of 
the  martyrs  of  Tyburn  even  among 
non-Catholics. 

We  Catholics,  however,  while  thanking 
God  that  this  Calvary  of  ours  is  not  for¬ 
gotten  by  the  authorities  of  modern 
London,  yet  feel  that  the  truest  com¬ 
memoration  of  the  place  where  one 
hundred  and  five  martyrs  shed  their  blood 
for  Christ  is  the  Convent-shrine  at  No.  6, 
Hyde  Park  Place,  where  prayer  goes  up 
unceasingly  for  the  conversion  of  our 
country. 

The  devoted  Religious  who  have  made 
their  home  at  Tyburn  devote  themselves 
to  prayer  for  the  conversion  of  our 
country.  Two  large  wax  tapers  burn 
continually  before  the  Blessed  Sacrament, 
one  for  the  King  and  the  other  for  England. 
Beneath  the  chapel,  where  the  Blessed 
Sacrament  is  perpetually  exposed,  is  an 
oratory  dedicated  to  the  blessed  martyrs, 
and  enriched  with  their  pictures  and  their 
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relics.  It  is  to  be  hoped  that  these  will 
in  time  be  greatly  increased,  for  there  is 
no  resting-place  so  fitting  for  relics  of  the 
martyrs  as  this  shrine;  and  when  in  God’s 
good  time  a  permanent  chapel  replaces 
the  present  temporary  one,  its  walls  will, 
it  is  hoped,  be  adorned  with  frescoes 
representing  the  martyrs  offering  their 
hearts  to  the  Sacred  Heart  of  their  Lord. 

The  present  writer  was  happily  in¬ 
strumental  in  raising  above  the  altar  of 
this  lower  chapel  a  copy  in  solid  oak  of  the 
original  Tyburn  Tree.  A  beautiful  oak 
reredos,  carved  and  designed  at  the 
Benedictine  Abbey  of  Maredsous  in 
Belgium,  bears  statuettes  of  our  Lady, 
Queen  of  Martyrs,  accompanied  by  six  of 
the  blessed  martyrs  of  Tyburn.  Lamps, 
surmounted  with  crowns,  hang  from  the 
beams  of  the  tree,  and  an  embroidered 
hanging  bears  branches  of  palm,  and  the 
coats  of  arms  of  England,  Scotland, 
Ireland,  and  the  Universities  of  Oxford 
and  Cambridge.  Two  beautiful  stained 
glass  windows  bear  scenes  from  the  lives 
of  the  martyrs,  illustrating  the  seven 
Works  of  Mercy  and  the  eight  Beatitudes. 
Two  noteworthy  pictures  are  there;  the 
one  represents  St  Benedict  surrounded  by 
the  Tyburn  Benedictine  Martyrs;  St 
Gregory  and  St  Augustine,  our  Apostles, 
stand  on  either  side  of  the  great  Patriarch. 
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In  the  background  are  seen  St  Gregory’s 
Priory,  Douai,  St  Gregory’s  Abbey, 
Downside  (the  present  home  of  the  Douai 
Community),  the  Tower  of  London,  and 
Tyburn  Gibbet.  This  is  the  work  of 
Sister  Catherine  Weekes,  O.S.B.,  an  oblate 
of  Talacre  Abbey,  a  most  talented  artist. 
The  other  is  a  very  touching  representa¬ 
tion  of  the  Mass  of  the  Holy  Ghost,  at  the 
London  Charterhouse,  1535-  It  is  by  the 
late  Mrs.  Heneage  Dering,  of  Baddesley 
Clinton .  The  scene  it  portrays  is  described 
at  length  in  these  pages. 

Among  the  relics  are  a  finger  of  the 
Venerable  John  Roberts,  O.S.B.,  of  St 
Gregory’s,  Douai  (now  Downside) ;  a 
tibia  of  the  Venerable  Thomas  Maxfield, 
a  priest  martyred  at  Tyburn  (1616),  whose 
sacred  relics  were  translated  to  Spain, 
whence  we  received  this  relic  through  the 
kindness  of  the  Bishop  of  Tuy;  a  large 
piece  of  the  silk  shirt  worn  by  the  V enerable 
William  Howard,  Lord  Stafford  (1680), 
and  stained  with  his  life-blood ;  and  a  very 
interesting  collection  of  relics  of  martyrs 
who  suffered  under  Charles  I,  collected 
by  a  Capuchin,  Pere  Robert  de  Vantelet, 
chaplain  to  Queen  Henrietta  Maria,  who 
was  present  at  their  martyrdom.  These 
were  preserved  at  a  Benedictine  Abbey 
in  France,  till,  after  the  French  Revolu¬ 
tion,  they  eventually  came  into  the  pos_ 

xxiii 


THE  ENGLISH  MARTYRS 


session  of  the  Superior  of  the  Grand 
Seminaire  at  Moulins,  who  kindly  pre¬ 
sented  them  to  Tyburn. 

There  are  also  a  large  relic  and  a  portrait 
in  oils  of  the  Blessed  Oliver  Plunket, 
Archbishop  of  Armagh  and  Primate  of 
All  Ireland,  the  last  of  the  Tyburn  martyrs, 
who  was  so  recently  beatified.  Thus 
France,  Ireland,  and  Spain  are  linked  with 
England  in  doing  honour  to  these  martyrs 
who  died  for  Christ  and  for  the  Holy  See 
of  Rome. 

May  the  King  of  Martyrs  bestow  his 
blessing  on  this  little  work  which  is  offered 
to  him  in  memory  of  his  faithful  servants 
and  witnesses.  May  he  in  his  mercy 
grant  that  through  the  labours  and  prayers 
of  the  nuns  of  Tyburn,  the  glory  of  his 
martyrs  may  be  greatly  increased,  and 
the  conversion  of  England  hastened. 

“  Jesus,  convert  England ;  Jesus,  have 
mercy  on  this  country.” 

D,  B.  C. 

Benet  House, 

Cambridge, 

November  9,  1923. 
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I 

The  Martyrs,  the  Consolation  of 
the  Heart  of  God 
Sunday,  May  l,  1904 

“  In  servis  suis  consolabitur  Deus. — God  shall 
find  his  consolation  in  his  servants.” 

What  a  wonderful  thought  it  is,  dear 
brethren  in  Jesus  Christ:  how  consoling 
and  inspiring,  that  the  great  God,  who 
has  all  things  and  can  do  all  things,  whose 
bliss  from  all  eternity  has  known  no  limits 
and  no  imperfections,  should  nevertheless 
desire  our  love,  should  yearn  after  it  with 
unspeakable  longing,  should  seek  it  with 
unwearied  patience,  and,  having  obtained 
it,  should  rejoice  over  it  as  a  treasure  of 
great  price !  “  My  son,  give  me  thy 
heart,”  he  cries  to  each  one  of  us,  and  to 
those  who  respond  to  the  call,  to  them 
he  reveals  all  the  hidden  secrets  of  his 
heart,  on  them  he  pours  out  the  riches 
of  his  love,  in  them  he  finds  his  consolation 
and  his  joy. 

Our  divine  Lord  asks  for  faithful  friends, 
for  friends  who  will  be  true  till  death,  who 
will  not  shrink  from  trials  and  sufferings 
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for  his  sake,  who  will  embrace  the  cross 
with  joy  because  it  unites  them  more 
closely  to  him,  who  will  welcome  persecu¬ 
tion,  torture — yes,  and  death  itself — in 
order  to  prove  more  surely  the  reality  and 
constancy  of  their  devotion. 

Our  Lord  does  not  seek  for  mere  fair- 
weather  friends.  It  is  very  easy  to  think 
we  love  him  when  all  things  are  bright 
around  us,  easy  to  have  hot  feelings  in 
prayer,  to  delight  in  beautiful  services, 
music  and  ceremonial,  easy  to  fancy  we  are 
very  devout,  as  long  as  there  is  nothing 
serious  to  give  up  for  God’s  love,  no  fierce 
struggles  with  the  world  and  the  devil, 
no  wearing  conflict  with  the  flesh.  But 
it  is  temptation,  it  is  sacrifice  which  proves 
and  tests  our  love,  it  is  the  day  of  darkness 
and  gloom  which  reveals  the  true  nature 
of  our  devotion,  and  happy  indeed  are 
they  who  in  the  hour  of  trial  are  found 
faithful,  even  unto  death,  for  they  are 
those  blessed  ones  who  console  the  heart 
of  God. 

There  never,  perhaps,  was  a  time  when 
all  things  seemed  brighter  than  in  the 
early  days  of  Henry  VIII.  Never  had 
the  Church  seemed  more  flourishing,  more 
prosperous,  more  honoured.  The  beauty 
and  riches  of  the  churches  were  the  wonder 
of  Christendom,  and  foreign  visitors  to 
England  were  amazed  at  their  magnificence. 
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Stately  monasteries  and  religious  houses 
covered  the  land,  and  for  the  most  part 
were  filled  with  men  and  women  who  had 
given  up  the  world  for  Christ,  and  whose 
lives  of  unostentatious  beneficence  made 
them  beloved  of  the  people  around  their 
gates.  The  bishops  and  higher  clergy 
were  learned  and  munificent,  and  foreign 
scholars,  like  the  famous  Erasmus,  found 
in  them  their  most  generous  patrons.  A 
new  life  was  transforming  the  ancient 
universities,  where  the  study  of  Greek 
was  eagerly  pursued  under  the  auspices 
of  men  like  Colet  and  Fisher.  The  German 
heresiarchs,  who  were  beginning  their 
revolt  against  the  Church  and  her  teach¬ 
ing,  found  their  most  strenuous  and 
formidable  opponents  in  England,  where 
the  Lord  High  Chancellor  of  the  realm 
— nay,  the  very  monarch  himself — did 
not  disdain  to  break  a  lance  with  them 
on  behalf  of  the  orthodox  faith.  The 
king  was  the  most  brilliant,  the  most 
generous,  the  most  devout  in  Christendom. 
He  was  wont  to  hear  four  or  five  Masses  a 
day;  he  went  on  pilgrimage  to  the  shrine 
of  our  Lady  of  Walsingham,  walking  the 
last  few  miles  barefoot;  he  wrote  treatises 
on  theological  subjects,  such  as  the  neces¬ 
sity  of  vocal  prayer,  and  indeed  until  his 
elder  brother’s  death  had  intended  to  take 
holy  orders.  Above  all  he  was  the  most 
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strenuous  supporter  of  the  claims  of  the 
Holy  See  to  be  found  in  all  his  realms. 
When  all  was  thus  smiling  who  could  have 
foreseen  the  storm  ?  Who  would  have 
guessed  that  a  period  of  peace  and  sun¬ 
shine  was  so  suddenly  to  be  changed  into 
one  of  tempest  and  gloom  ? 

And  yet  we  now  see  clearly  enough 
that  there  were  ominous  signs  of  the  com¬ 
ing  change,  had  men  only  looked  for  them, 
long  before  the  storm  finally  broke.  The 
land  seemed  full  of  beautiful  fruits  and 
flowers,  but  there  was  a  blight  in  the  air, 
a  canker  in  the  heart  of  it  all.  And  this 
blight,  this  canker,  was  the  prevailing 
worldliness  of  the  time.  All  this  material 
prosperity  had  had  a  corrupting  effect  on 
those  to  whose  pastoral  care  the  flock  of 
Christ  had  been  committed ;  the  riches  of 
the  monastic  Orders  had  too  often  become 
a  snare  and  a  hindrance  to  regular  obser¬ 
vance;  the  bishops  were  in  many  cases 
rather  statesmen  and  politicians  than 
ministers  of  Christ.  And,  what  was  even 
worse,  there  was  a  strong  under-current 
of  what  are  known  as  Gallican  ideas,  a  fatal 
consequence  of  the  disedifying  spectacle 
presented  to  Christendom  by  the  great 
schism,  and  the  various  scandals  to  which 
it  had  given  rise. 

And  so,  when  the  storm  burst  and  God 
looked  down  upon  this  land  of  ours  to  seek 
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servants  and  friends  after  his  own  heart, 
he  found  so  few,  so  very  few.  A  little 
cloud,  no  bigger  than  a  man’s  hand  at  first, 
had  risen  in  the  sky,  and  before  men  were 
aware  of  it,  it  had  overshadowed  the 
heavens  from  one  end  to  another,  and  as 
the  lightning  flashed  and  the  thunder 
rolled,  the  shepherds  cowered  trembling 
before  the  fury  of  the  storm,  and  too  often 
fled,  leaving  their  flocks  to  perish.  Yet 
even  here,  God  found  his  consolation  in 
his  faithful  servants. 

Thus,  when  the  Duke  of  Norfolk  warned 
the  Blessed  Thomas  More  that  the  anger  of 
the  king  was  death  ( Indignatio  principis 
mors  esi),  the  blessed  martyr  calmly 
replied:  “Then  the  only  difference  be¬ 
tween  you  and  me,  my  lord,  is  that  I  must 
die  to-day  and  you  to-morrow.’’ 

I  need  not  say  much  as  to  the  causes 
of  the  fierce  persecution  which  now  broke 
upon  England.  You  all  know  that  it  was 
directly  due  to  the  evil  passions  of  the  king. 
He  fell  into  sin  and  desired  a  woman  who 
was  not  his  wife,  and  tried  by  every  means 
to  induce  the  Pope  to  grant  him  his  unlaw¬ 
ful  desire.  When  he  found  that  both 
threats  and  cajolery  were  powerless  to 
obtain  from  the  Holy  See  a  licence  for 
bigamy,  he  determined  to  make  himself 
Pope  and  drag  the  country  with  him  into 
heresy  and  schism.  Henry  s  dominant 
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passions  were  obstinacy  and  self-will,  and 
these  fatal  passions  hurried  him  along  the 
downward  path,  for  he  was  too  proud 
ever  to  own  himself  in  the  wrong,  or  to 
retrace  the  steps  once  taken.  He  had 
threatened  the  Pope  that  if  he  would  not 
yield  to  his  wishes  he  would  set  up  a 
schismatical  church,  and  he  was  deter¬ 
mined  to  keep  his  word,  though  he  fully 
knew  the  heinousness  of  such  a  crime. 
And  he  pursued  his  course  to  the  bitter 
end,  though  he  had  to  shed  rivers  of  blood 
— the  best  and  purest  blood  in  England — 
before  he  could  consummate  his  apostasy. 
Unhappily  he  had  at  his  side  a  minister, 
Thomas  Cromwell,  whose  avowed  aim  was 
to  satisfy  in  all  things  his  master’s  desires, 
whether  lawful  or  not.  This  man’s 
Machiavellian  policy  was  but  too  faith¬ 
fully  imitated  by  the  apostate  archbishop, 
Thomas  Cranmer,  a  man  who  had  been 
raised  to  the  chair  of  St  Augustine  in  order 
to  assist  the  king  in  his  evil  work,  and 
who  never  shrank  from  any  infamy  at  his 
master’s  bidding.  And  thus  the  hour  of 
trial  came  on  England,  and  alas  !  for  the 
most  part,  found  her  unprepared. 

In  the  spring  of  1534  the  Parliament, 
clergy  and  people  were  called  upon  to 
take  an  oath  by  which  they  acknowledged 
the  validity  of  the  king’s  marriage  with 
Anne  Boleyn,  and  repudiated  his  former 
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marriage  as  unlawful.  This,  indirectly 
at  least,  aimed  at  the  authority  of  the 
Roman  pontiff,  for  it  denied  his  right  to 
interfere  in  the  matter,  and  he  had  just 
pronounced  against  the  king’s  second 
marriage  and  commanded  him  to  return 
to  his  lawful  wife.  Nevertheless,  the 
great  majority  of  clergy  and  people  were 
so  cowed  by  the  Tudor  tyranny,  so  terrified 
by  the  frightful  vengeance  taken  on  those 
who  dared  to  withstand  the  royal  will,  that 
they  yielded  and  took  the  oath.  Most  of 
them  thought,  no  doubt,  that  this  was  but 
a  passing  storm,  and  that  when  the  king’s 
passion  for  Anne  Boleyn  had  been  satisfied 
he  would  be  reconciled  once  more  to  the 
Holy  See  and  to  his  outraged  wife;  and 
that  in  the  meantime  they  could  thus 
preserve  their  property  and  their  lives. 

And  so,  my  brethren,  when  God  sought 
for  faithful  friends,  he  found  but  few. 
Yet,  thank  God,  there  were  some,  some  to 
console  his  Heart.  Some  there  were  who 
only  longed  to  share  the  cross  of  their  Lord, 
whose  one  desire  was  to  bear  witness  to  the 
truth,  to  give  their  lives  for  him  who  had 
given  his  for  them,  to  be  faithful  even 
unto  death.  And  these  brave  men  con¬ 
soled  his  Sacred  Heart ! 

There  was  here  in  London  a  house  of 
religious  men,  of  whom  it  was  commonly 
said  that  if  it  were  possible  that  angels 
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could  live  on  earth  in  human  flesh,  they 
were  to  be  found  among  the  monks  of  the 
London  Charterhouse.  Of  these  men  it 
might  be  said,  as  of  my  holy  father  St 
Benedict,  that  they  despised  the  world  as 
a  withered  flower,  only  fit  to  be  thrown 
away.  Some  had  left  great  positions  in 
the  world,  even  the  very  king’s  court, 
to  consecrate  themselves  to  a  life  of 
prayer  and  austerity.  These  men  were 
ready;  they  were  faithful,  and  in  them 
God  found  his  consolation. 

When  the  commissioners  came  to  the 
London  Charterhouse  and  summoned  the 
monks  to  take  the  oath,  the  holy  prior 
expressed  his  astonishment  that  a  marriage 
sanctioned  by  the  Holy  See  and  consecrated 
by  long  years  of  undisputed  intercourse 
should  now  be  called  in  question.  He  and 
a  companion  were  at  once  sent  to  the 
Tower.  Here  they  were  persuaded  by 
theologians  of  repute  that  they  might 
lawfully  take  the  oath,  with  the  condition 
attached,  “  as  far  as  the  law  of  Christ 
permits.”  They  were  accordingly  released, 
but  the  night  before  he  left  the  prison 
Blessed  John  Houghton  had  a  vision  in 
which  it  was  revealed  to  him  that  this 
was  but  a  short  respite,  and  that  he  would 
soon  return  thither.  And,  indeed,  at 
the  beginning  of  the  next  year  (1535) 
a  new  Act  came  into  force— that  of 
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Supremacy — and  men  were  called  upon  to 
take  an  oath  explicitly  renouncing  in  the 
most  offensive  terms  the  jurisdiction  of  the 
Holy  See,  and  acknowledging  the  king  as 
Supreme  Head  of  the  Church. 

As  soon  as  this  news  reached  him,  the 
prior  assembled  his  monks  in  the  chapter- 
house  and  told  them  the  fatal  tidings.  It 
was  evident  that  now  there  could  be 
no  compromise.  Their  hour  had  come. 
They  were  asked  to  renounce  the  Catholic 
faith,  and  it  was  clear  that  the  penalty  of 
refusal  would  be  death — death  in  its  most 
terrible  form. 

It  was  not  death  that  he  feared  for  them, 
however,  but  apostasy.  He  trembled  lest 
some  of  his  younger  brethren  should  fail 
in  the  hour  of  trial,  should  return  to  the 
world,  and  thus  imperil  their  salvation. 
“  What  shall  I  say  then,  brethren,”  he 
cried,  “  or  what  shall  I  do  before  the 
eternal  judgement-seat,  if  I  cannot  give  a 
good  account  of  those  whom  God  has 
given  me  ?” 

The  monks  burst  into  tears,  and  cried 
out  with  one  voice  and  one  heart:  “  Let 
us  all  die  in  our  innocency,  and  heaven  and 
earth  shall  witness  how  unjustly  we  are  cut 
off  from  the  earth.” 

The  holy  prior  was  deeply  moved;  he 
declared  that  he  was  ready  to  lay  down  his 
life  for  the  least  of  them,  but  he  feared  that 
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this  grace  would  not  be  granted  him.  He 
then  exhorted  them  to  prepare  their  hearts 
by  a  general  confession,  and  permitted 
each  to  choose  his  own  confessor.  "  And 
having  done  this,”  quoth  he,  “  on  the 
following  day  we  will  all  be  reconciled  to 
each  other  because  without  charity  neither 
death  nor  life  profiteth  anything.”  And 
so,  having  reconciled  themselves  to  God, 
they  met  in  the  chapter-house,  where  the 
prior  gave  them  a  most  pathetic  sermon  on 
charity,  and  on  patient  and  constant 
cleaving  to  God  in  adversity,  concluding 
thus:  “  It  is  better  to  suffer  here  a  short 
punishment  for  our  faults  than  to  be 
reserved  for  the  eternal  torments  of 
hell.” 

Then  he  said:  "  Dearest  brethren,  I 
pray  you  all  to  do  what  you  now  see  me 
do,”  and  rising  from  his  place,  he  went  to 
the  father  vicar,  who  was  sitting  next  to 
him,  and  kneeling  down  before  him, 
humbly  begged  pardon  for  any  offence 
which  he  might  have  committed  against 
him  in  thought,  word,  or  deed.  Thus  he 
did  -  to  all  the  religious  in  turn,  shedding 
the  while  abundant  tears.  And  they  in 
like  manner  followed  him,  each  asking 
pardon  from  all  his  brethren.  And  on 
the  third  day  of  this  solemn  triduum 
occurred  a  scene  which  is  surpassed  in 
pathetic  and  consoling  beauty  by  no  epi- 
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sode  in  all  the  Acts  of  the  Saints.  It  is 
portrayed  in  the  beautiful  picture  which 
hangs  below  in  the  Oratory  of  the  Martyrs.* 
They  met  together,  those  white-robed 
monks,  in  their  church — that  little  church 
of  the  London  Charterhouse  which  still 
remains  to  us,  an  unspeakably  precious 
relic  of  those  heroic  men.  There,  as  they 
knelt  in  their  stalls,  the  prior  offered  a 
solemn  Mass  of  the  Holy  Ghost.  As  he 
raised  aloft  in  sacrifice  the  immaculate 
Lamb  of  God,  he  united  with  that  sacred 
Victim  the  offering  of  his  own  and  of  his 
brethren’s  blood. 

"  And  during  the  time  of  the  Mass,” 
writes  one  who  was  present,  “  the  almighty 
and  merciful  God  deigned  to  work  won¬ 
drous  and  ineffable  things.  ...  For 
when  the  most  sacred  Host  was  lifted  up, 
there  came  as  it  were  a  soft  whisper  of 
air,  faint  indeed  to  the  outward  senses, 
but  of  mighty  power  within  the  soul. 
Some  perceived  it  with  their  bodily  hear¬ 
ing;  all  felt  it  as  it  thrilled  into  their 
hearts.  And  there  came  a  sound  of 
melody  most  sweet,  whereat  the  venerable 
prior  was  so  moved  that  he  melted  into  a 
flood  of  tears,  and  could  not  for  a  long 
space  continue  the  offering  of  the  Mass. 

*  This  picture,  by  Mrs.  Dering,  of  Baddesley 
Clinton,  was  lent  to  the  Convent  for  the  Triduum. 
She  afterwards  painted  a  replica  for  the  Oratory. 
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The  community  meanwhile  ^remained 
stupefied,  hearing  the  melody  and  feeling 
its  marvellous  effects  upon  their  spirits, 
but  not  knowing  whence  it  came  or 
whither  it  went.  Yet  their  hearts  re¬ 
joiced  as  they  perceived  that  God  was 
with  them  indeed.”  Thus,  my  brethren, 
did  the  all-holy  and  merciful  God  deign  to 
strengthen  his  servants  for  their  last 
conflict,  which  was  indeed  nigh  at  hand. 

The  prior,  hoping  against  hope,  resolved 
to  make  one  last  appeal  to  Cromwell,  to  see 
if  by  chance  he  and  his  brethren  might  be 
exempted  from  the  oath  and  allowed  to 
serve  God  in  peace.  He  therefore  went 
with  two  brother-priors,  who  had  come 
to  London  to  consult  him,  to  visit  the 
terrible  vicegerent .  But  they  were  treated 
with  scorn,  and  immediately  committed 
to  the  Tower.  When  they  pleaded  the 
laws  of  the  Catholic  Church  as  their 
reason  for  refusing  the  oath,  Cromwell 
roughly  answered:  “  What  do  I  care  for 
the  Church  ?” 

It  , was  the  first  time  that  such  words  had 
been  heard  in  Catholic  England,  and  they 
were  a  fitting  prelude  to  all  that  was  to 
follow.  Henceforth  the  whim  of  a  tyranni¬ 
cal  monarch  was  to  be  the  supreme  law  for 
Church  and  State. 

At  their  trial  the  holy  priors  again 
refused  the  oath,  but  the  jury  refused  to 
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stain  their  hands  in  innocent  blood  by 
bringing  in  a  verdict  of  “  Guilty.”  It  was 
not  till  Cromwell  had  himself  visited  them 
and  threatened  them  with  horrible  pen¬ 
alties  that  he  secured  his  end. 

And  so  on  May  4,  1535,  a  prisoner  stood 
at  his  window  in  the  Tower  of  London 
when  he  beheld  a  strange  sight — a  sight 
such  as  had  never  yet  been  seen  in  England. 
There  were  these  heroic  monks,  still  clad 
in  their  religious  habits,  stretched  on 
hurdles  to  be  dragged  to  Tyburn.  “  See,” 
he  cried  to  his  daughter,  who  stood  beside 
him;  “  see  how  these  blessed  fathers  be 
now  as  cheerfully  going  to  their  deaths  as 
bridegrooms  to  their  marriage.” 

And  the  Blessed  Thomas  More  (for  it 
was  he)  envied  the  martyrs  with  a  holy 
envy,  for  they  now  were  about  to  grasp 
their  crown. 

And  so  they  came  to  Tyburn,  to  this 
very  spot  where  now  we  stand,  where  the 
great  triangular  gibbet  stood  out  black 
against  the  sky,  to  Tyburn  the  Golgotha 
of  England,  like  the  first  Golgotha  a  place 
of  ignominy  and  shame,  but  henceforth 
to  be  glorious  beyond  all  the  shrines  of 
England,  glorious  like  that  “  place  of  a 
skull  ”  on  which  the  King  of  Martyrs  died. 
Who  shall  describe  the  scene  when  the 
protomartyrs  of  Tyburn  came  here  to 
win  their  crown  ?  We  can  picture  it 
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from  the  accounts  of  eye-witnesses.  The 
vast  crowd;  a  sea  of  heads  stretching  on 
all  sides  as  far  as  eye  could  see;  in  the 
midst  close  to  the  gibbet  a  group  of 
horsemen,  nobles  from  the  court,  with  their 
faces  masked  by  black  visors  (it  was 
whispered  that  the  king  himself  had  come 
to  feast  his  eyes  on  the  agonies  of  his 
victims) ;  the  fearful  preparations  for  the 
coming  butchery — the  cauldron,  the  knives, 
the  quartering  block — we  can  see  it  all 
before  us  as  the  martyrs  are  dragged  up  to 
the  foot  of  their  Calvary,  their  white 
robes  splashed  with  the  mire  of  the  rough 
and  filthy  roads,  their  faces  worn  with  pain 
but  radiant  with  the  light  of  victory. 

“  I  am  ready,”  cried  the  blessed  prior, 
“  to  suffer  every  kind  of  torture  rather 
than  deny  a  doctrine  of  the  Church. 
Pray  for  me,  and  have  mercy  on  my 
brethren  of  whom  I  have  been  the  un¬ 
worthy  prior.”  And  then,  commending 
himself  to  God  in  the  words  of  his  dying 
Lord,  he  submitted  himself  sweetly  to  the 
indescribable  butchery  that  followed. 
The  rope  by  which  he  hung  was  quickly 
cut,  and  the  body  still  breathing  fell 
heavily  on  the  ground.  The  sacred  habit 
was  brutally  tom  off  and  the  martyr’s 
body  ripped  open  by  the  cruel  knife. 
He  was  heard  to  cry,  “  Oh,  most  holy  Jesus, 
have  mercy  on  me  in  this  hour.”  And 
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when  at  last  the  executioner  placed  his 
hand  upon  the  heart,  ready  to  tear  it  from 
his  breast,  “  Good  Jesus,”  he  murmured, 

“  what  will  ye  do  with  my  heart  ?” 

Good  Jesus,  what  wilt  thou  do  with  his 
heart,  with  this  brave  heart  which  has 
been  true  to  thee  till  death  ?  What  wilt 
thou  do  with  it  ?  Wilt  thou  not  enshrine 
it  among  thy  choicest  treasures  very  near 
thine  own  ?  Shall  it  not  be  hidden  in  the 
wound  of  that  most  Sacred  Heart,  a  heart 
that  has  ever  beaten  for  thee  alone,  a 
heart  that  is  sacrificed  thus  for  thy 
love  ?  Will  it  not  bring  thee  consolation 
amid  the  suffering  inflicted  on  thy  Heart 
by  the  miserable  apostasy  of  so  many  who 
professed  to  be  thy  friends  ?  _  Here  at 
least  is  one  who  in  reply  to  thine  invita¬ 
tion  has  literally  given  thee  his  heart, 
one  who  has  been  faithful  even  unto  death, 
one  who  has  died  for  love  of  thee  who 
died  for  love  of  him  ! 

It  was  thus  that  the  protomartyr  of 
Tyburn  witnessed  a  good  confession,  and 
his  sons  were  not  slow  to  follow  in  his 
steps.  There  is  the  Blessed  Sebastian, 
young  and  fair  and  noble,  once  the  darling 
of  the  royal  court  and  now  the  model  of 
monastic  virtues.  When  his  good  sister 
warned  him  of  the  dangers  of  the  court,  he 
scarcely  believed  her,  and  yet  even  then 
he  must  have  been  meditating  flight  to  the 
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Charterhouse.  And  she,  who  doubted  his 
strength  and  resolution  for  a  life  so  austere, 
lived  to  see  him  constant  and  joyous  in  the 
midst  of  unheard-of  tortures,  chained 
upright  in  his  dungeon,  unable  to  move 
hand  or  foot  for  a  whole  fortnight  before 
the  sharp  torments  of  Tyburn  united 
him  to  his  Father  once  more.  There  are 
the  glorious  brethren,  priests  and  lay- 
brothers  alike,  who  were  thrown  into  the 
horrible  and  foetid  dungeons  of  Newgate. 
There  they  were  deliberately  left  to  perish 
of  hunger,  chained  to  the  walls  and  pillars 
of  their  dungeon, and  deprived  of  all  human 
succour.  Even  Henry  shrank  from  the 
odium  he  would  have  incurred  had  he 
dared  to  have  them  openly  butchered  at 
Tyburn.  He  therefore  commanded  that 
they  should  be  left  in  chains  to  rot  like  dogs. 

But  one  there  was,  may  her  name 
be  held  in  everlasting  remembrance,  a 
woman  who,  in  the  household  of  Sir 
Thomas  More,  had  learnt  the  spirit  of  the 
early  martyrs,  and  who  came,  at  the  risk 
of  her  life,  to  minister  to  God’s  servants  in 
their  need.  She  disguised  herself  as  a 
milkmaid,  and  having  bribed  the  gaoler 
to  allow  her  access  to  the  martyrs,  fed  that 
blessed  company  from  a  pail  which  she 
carried  on  her  head,  putting  the  food 
into  their  mouths  as  they  were  unable  to 
move  hand  or  foot.  She  then  would  clean 
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out  the  foetid  dungeon,  and  in  this  noble 
work  of  charity  she  persevered  for  some 
time,  till  the  king  made  inquiries  why 
they  were  not  yet  dead,  and  commanded 
a  closer  watch  to  be  kept  over  them. 
Thus  she  was  no  longer  allowed  admission, 
but  even  then  she  contrived  to  go  to  the 
tiles  right  over  the  prison,  and  making 
a  hole  in  the  roof  to  let  down  by  a  string  a 
basket  of  food,  which  she  approached  as 
well  as  she  could  to  their  mouths.  But  in 
the  end,  the  gaoler  was  afraid  to  allow  her 
to  come,  and  so  soon  after  the  martyrs 
languished  and  pined  away,  one  after  the 
other,  and  went  to  receive  their  crown  in 
heaven.  Nor  were  they  ungrateful  to  the 
heroic  woman  who  had  shown  them  charity 
in  their  hour  of  need.  As  Margaret 
Clement  lay  dying  at  Mechlin,  an  exile 
for  the  faith,  she  called  her  husband  and 
told  him  that  the  time  of  her  departure 
was  come  and  she  might  stay  no  longer, 
for  that  there  were  standing  about  her 
bed  the  blessed  martyrs  of  the  London 
Charterhouse  whom  she  had  relieved  in 
prison  in  England,  and  they  were  calling 
on  hex  to  come  away  with  them.  And  this 
she  told  also  to  her  confessor  and  to  others 
who  were  with  her,  her  countenance  smil¬ 
ing  and  full  of  heavenly  joy;  and  thus 
she  was  escorted  by  that  blessed  company 
to  the  joys  of  the  heavenly  banquet. 
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Did  not  these  men,  my  brethren,  con¬ 
sole  the  heart  of  God  ?  And  shall  we, 
who  are  their  children,  not  strive  to 
follow  in  their  steps  ?  We  cannot  all  be 
monks  or  nuns  in  the  cloister,  nor  is  that 
necessary;  wherever  God  has  placed  us 
there  we  can  console  him  by  our  fidelity. 

It  is  true  that  things  are  very  easy  for  us 
now.  We  have  no  martyrdom  to  fear,  no 
tortures  to  undergo  for  the  love  of  Christ. 
The  more  shame  then  to  us  if  we  do  not 
give  him  our  hearts  !  We  have  all  some 
work  to  do  for  him,  all  something  to  bear 
for  his  love.  It  may  be  that  our  faith 
prevents  our  getting  on  in  this  world  as 
otherwise  we  might;  it  may  well  be  that 
from  time  to  time  at  least  we  may  have 
to  bear  scorn  and  ridicule,  coldness  and 
dislike  for  that  same  holy  faith ;  to 
converts  especially  is  it  often  granted, 
even  in  these  days  of  toleration  and 
indifference,  to  suffer  somewhat — loss  of 
friends,  loss  of  goods  and  money,  perhaps 
— for  the  love  of  Christ. 

Oh,  how  happy  are  those  who  are  thus 
permitted  to  taste  something  of  the 
martyrs’  chalice;  how  earnestly  we  ought 
to  thank  God  if  we  are  thus  permitted 
to  show  him  that  our  love  is  real,  that  it 
will  stand  the  test  of  suffering,  and  ring 
true  in  the  midst  of  persecution. 

Yes,  let  us  be  true  to  him  in  spite  of  the 
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sneers  of  an  indifferent  world;  let  us  cling 
to  his  sacred  feet,  and  let  no  temptation 
drive  us  from  them;  let  us  by  our  fidelity, 
even  unto  death,  console  that  Sacred 
Heart  which  is  too  often  wounded  in  the 
house  of  its  friends.  Then  may  we  hope  to 
meet  the  blessed  martyrs  in  paradise,  and 
to  be  numbered  among  those  happy  ones 
in  whom  our  God  shall  ever  find  his 
consolation. 


19 


II 

The  Martyrs,  Champions  of  the 
Holy  See 

Monday,  May  2,  1904 

“  Tu  es  Petrus,  et  super  hanc  petram  aedifi- 
cabo  ecclesiam  meam,  et  portae  inferi  non  pras- 
valebunt  adversus  earn. — Thou  art  Peter,  and 
upon  this  rock  I  will  build  my  Church,  and  the 
gates  of  hell  shall  not  prevail  against  it.” — 
Matt,  xvi  1 8. 

It  was  indeed  a  memorable  occasion : 
that  day  at  Caesarea  Philippi,  when 
Andrew  brought  his  brother  Simon  to 
Jesus,  and  he,  looking  with  loving  and 
prophetic  eyes  on  the  young  man  kneeling 
at  his  feet,  addressed  him  by  a  new  name, 
symbolic  of  the  office  and  dignity  he  was 
to  bear  in  his  Church:  “  Thou  art  Simon, 
son  of  John,”  he  said:  “  thou  shalt  be 
called  Peter  the  Rock,  and  upon  thee  as 
upon  a  rock  will  I  build  my  Church,  and 
the  gates,  that  is,  the  powers  of  hell, 
shall  never  prevail  against  it,  for  it  is  built 
upon  the  Rock,  and  therefore  shall  it 
stand  unharmed  until  the  end  of  time. 
And  unto  thee,  O  Peter,  will  I  give  the 
keys,  that  is,  the  supreme  authority  on 
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earth  over  my  Church  which  is  the  King¬ 
dom  of  Heaven  here  below,  and  thou  shalt 
have  power  to  open  and  to  shut,  to  bind 
and  to  loose:  all  thy  judgements  shall  be 
ratified  and  confirmed  in  heaven,  for  thou 
art  to  be  my  vicegerent  on  earth.” 

This  wondrous  promise  was  made  by  the 
Son  of  God,  by  him  who  is  Truth  itself, 
who  can  neither  deceive  nor  be  deceived. 
And  in  this  blessed  Paschal-time  the 
promise  thus  made  at  Caesarea  was  fulfilled, 
when  Peter,  kneeling  in  loving  self-abase¬ 
ment  at  his  Master’s  feet,  received  by  the 
shores  of  the  Galilean  lake  the  charge 
of  the  whole  flock  of  Christ.  To  his  care 
were  then  entrusted  the  sheep  and  the 
lambs,  that  dear  and  precious  flock  which 
Jesus  had  bought  with  his  own  most 
precious  Blood,  but  which  he  was  now 
about  to  leave.  And  ever  since  that  day 
there  has  always  been  one  sitting  in  Peter’s 
chair,  to  whose  care,  as  vicar  of  his  Master, 
the  sheep  of  Christ  are  committed. 

The  Church  of  God  has  been  entrusted 
by  the  divine  will  to  one  supreme  shepherd 
for  the  preservation  of  unity  and  the 
defence  of  the  flock  from  the  ravages  of 
schism  and  heresy.  His  it  is  to  rule  and 
govern  in  the  name  of  Christ,  his  to  unfold 
the  oracles  of  God,  his  to  condemn  errors 
as  they  arise,  to  feed  the  flock  with  life- 
giving  pastures  and  to  guide  them  in  the 
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way  of  salvation.  He  is  the  divinely- 
appointed  guardian  of  the  oracles  of 
God,  the  supreme  judge  in  matters  of  faith 
and  morals,  the  head  of  the  Church  on 
earth,  whose  power  no  man  may  usurp, 
whose  right  no  man  may  question.  And 
this  successor  of  St  Peter,  this  vicar  of  the 
Saviour  of  the  world,  we  call  our  holy  Lord 
and  Father  the  Pope. 

Nowhere  in  Christendom  was  there  more 
passionate  and  devoted  loyalty  to  the 
successor  of  St  Peter  than  here  in  Eng¬ 
land.  Our  Saxon  fathers  never  forgot 
how  strong  and  tender  a  tie  bound  them 
to  Rome  and  Peter’s  chair.  They  gloried 
in  the  fact  that  they  alone  of  the  nations 
of  Christendom  could  boast  of  having  a 
Pope  as  their  apostle.  They  never  wearied 
in  proclaiming  their  undying  gratitude  to 
that  holy  pontiff,  Gregory  the  Great,  who 
had  sent  to  their  fathers  the  faith  of  Christ 
and  the  gift  of  Baptism.  The  roads  to 
Rome  were  worn  by  the  feet  of  countless 
English  pilgrims.  Our  greatest  saints, 
such  ,  as  Bede,  Wilfrid,  Boniface,  Benet 
Biscop  and  Aldhelm,  could  not  say  or  do 
enough  to  express  their  reverence  and  sub¬ 
mission  to  the  See  of  Peter,  from  which, 
as  they  loved  to  recall,  their  Christianity 
had  sprung. 

We  still  remember  with  love,  as  our 
fathers  did,  that  most  blessed  Pope  who 
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from  the  day  that  he  first  saw  those 
English  slave-boys  exposed  for  sale  in  the 
Roman  Forum,  cherished  in  his  heart  so 
deep  and  constant  a  love  for  our  country, 
so  eager  a  desire  to  win  it  to  the  faith  of 
Jesus  Christ.  True  it  is  that  Gregory  never 
trod  these  shores,  but  none  the  less  we 
recognize  that  the  instinct  of  our  Saxon 
fathers  who  claimed  him  as  their  apostle 
was  a  true  one.  They  knew  how  he  had 
longed  to  rescue  them  from  the  wrath  of 
God  and  to  teach  them  to  sing  the  celestial 
Alleluia;  they  loved  to  recount  how  he 
had  indeed  set  out  for  England  but  had 
been  recalled  ere  he  had  gone  four  days’ 
journey,  in  order  that  he  might  rule  over 
the  flock  of  Christ.  And  then  when  raised 
aloft  upon  Peter’s  chair  he  had  still  borne 
our  country  in  his  heart,  still  laboured  for 
its  conversion,  hoping,  as  he  himself  wrote 
to  Augustine,  that  he  might  share  in  the 
reward  of  his  labours,  since  he  had  so 
earnestly  desired  to  share  in  the  toil.  And 
thus  the  love  and  gratitude  of  our  fathers 
ring  out  in  the  words  of  their  great  doctor 
and  historian.  “  We  may  and  we  ought 
to  call  the  blessed  Gregory  our  apostle,” 
writes  St  Bede,  “  for  though  to  others  he 
was  not  an  apostle,  nevertheless  he  is  so 
to  us,  for  we  are  the  seal  of  his  apostleship 
in  the  Lord.”  And  so  the  English  Church 
assembled  in  solemn  synod  in  the  seventh 
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century  decreed  that  the  feast  of  this 
blessed  Pope,  her  apostle,  should  ever  be 
kept  as  a  day  of  obligation,  and  that  the 
names  of  Gregory  and  Augustine  should 
ever  be  solemnly  invoked  in  the  Litanies 
of  the  Saints.  And  we  remember  with 
emotion  the  name  of  that  English  prince 
who,  renouncing  his  kingdom  together 
with  his  pagan  faith,  journeyed  in  pil¬ 
grimage  to  the  threshold  of  the  apostle 
in  order  that  he  might  there  receive  at  the 
hands  of  the  successor  of  St  Peter  the 
sacrament  of  regeneration ;  and  dying  there, 
still  clad  in  his  chrisom  robe,  was  laid  to 
rest  at  the  feet  of  the  great  Gregory,  the 
apostle  of  his  race.  There  they  found 
him  in  the  seventeenth  century,  at  the 
time  of  the  rebuilding  of  the  Vatican 
Basilica — truly  a  touching  emblem  of 
England’s  ancient  faith  and  ancient 
love. 

If  in  Norman  days  that  love  grew  some¬ 
what  colder,  still,  thank  God,  there  were 
always  saints  among  us  to  bear  witness 
to  the  truth.  There  was  the  meek  and 
constant  Anselm;  there  was  Thomas,  the 
fearless,  the  invincible;  and  many  another 
who  stood  up  before  kings  and  princes, 
and  even  before  the  craven  pastors  of 
the  flock,  willing  and  desirous  to  lay  down 
their  lives  for  the  prerogatives  of  Peter, 
witnessing  to  the  faith  which  Augustine 
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brought  from  Rome,  in  deeds  not  less 
clear  than  words. 

And  so,  in  the  dark  days  of  which  I 
spoke  yesterday,  God  raised  up  among 
us  faithful  and  stalwart  champions  of  the 
Holy  See. 

State-rule  in  faith,  they  knew,  means  heresy. 
That  truth  they  wrote  in  blood  and  closed  debate 
By  acts,  not  word3. 

The  truth  to  which  they  witnessed  may 
be  summed  up  in  the  words  of  the  Vener¬ 
able  Bede,  speaking  as  he  does  for  the  old 
Church  of  old  England,  of  which  he  was 
the  brightest  light : 

“  Blessed  Peter  received  in  a  special 
manner  the  keys  of  the  kingdom  of  heaven 
and  the  chief  ship  of  judicial  power,  that 
all  believers  throughout  the  world  might 
understand  that  whosoever  separate  them¬ 
selves  in  any  way  whatever  from  the  unity 
of  the  faith  or  from  his  communion,  can 
neither  be  absolved  from  the  bonds  of 
their  sins  nor  enter  within  the  gate  of  the 
kingdom  of  heaven.  ’ '  And  many  centuries 
later  the  Church  of  England  in  synod 
assembled  thus  solemnly  defined  her  faith  : 
“  Christ  ordained  St  Peter  the  apostle 
to  be  his  vicar  here  on  earth,  whose  See 
is  the  Church  of  Rome,  ordaining  and 
granting  that  the  same  power  he  gave 
to  Peter  should  succeed  to  all  Peter’s 
successors,  the  which  we  now  call  popes 
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of  Rome,  by  whose  power  be  ordained 
prelates  to  whom  Christian  men  ought 
to  obey  after  the  laws  of  the  Church  of 
Rome.” 

These  martyrs  of  ours,  whom  we  are  met 
here  to  celebrate,  form  a  glorious  army  of 
witnesses  to  this  ancient  faith,  such  as  no 
other  Church  in  Christendom  can  boast. 
When  more  than  fifty  years  ago  the 
question  of  the  restoration  of  our  ancient 
hierarchy  was  being  discussed  at  Rome, 
it  was  objected  in  some  quarters  that 
to  establish  bishops  with  ordinary  or 
diocesan  jurisdiction  in  place  of  vicars 
apostolic,  with  authority  delegated  from 
Rome,  would  perhaps  tend  to  weaken 
the  ties  that  bound  our  English  Church  to 
the  Holy  See.  To  this  the  absolutely 
triumphant  answer  was  at  once  ready. 
The  English  Church,  it  was  replied— and 
she  alone  could  make  such  a  boast — had 
given,  during  a  period  of  persecution 
lasting  one  hundred  and  fifty  years,  and 
unexampled  for  ferocity,  more  than  three 
hundred  martyrs  who  had  poured  out  their 
blood  like  water  for  the  rights  of  the 
Apostolic  See.  This  was  conclusive.  Thus 
the  martyrs  secured  for  us  the  priceless 
boon  of  the  hierarchy  just  as  they  had 
already  preserved  for  us  the  still  more 
sacred  treasure  of  the  faith. 

But  let  us  take  as  examples  one  or  two 
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of  this  white-robed  army.  If  the  question 
had  been  asked  in  the  reign  of  Henry  VIII 
as  to  who  was  the  most  famous,  the  most 
brilliant,  the  most  successful,  and  the  most 
devout  of  all  the  laymen  of  England,  there 
is  not  the  least  doubt  as  to  what  the 
answer  would  have  been.  The  inquirer 
would  have  been  told  on  all  sides  that  there 
was  no  one  to  compare  with  Sir  Thomas 
More,  Lord  High  Chancellor  of  England. 
Indeed,  I  think  that  this  glorious  man 
occupies  a  unique  place  among  our 
martyrs.  Most  of  them  were  priests  or 
religious  men  who  had  already  given  up 
the  world  and  its  pleasures,  and  whom 
therefore  we  should  have  expected  to  be 
ready  when  the  call  came  to  give  up 
even  life  itself  for  the  love  of  Christ;  but 
More,  on  the  contrary,  was  a  man  with 
wife  and  family,  a  happy  home-circle 
which  he  most  tenderly  loved,  and  to  part 
with  which  was  more  bitter  than  death 
itself.  Yet  he  never  swerved  nor  flinched 
— no,  not  for  a  moment;  ever  steadfast, 
ever  faithful,  ever  bright  and  joyous, 
indeed,  as  our  poet  has  sung: 

A  dauntless  soul  erect  that  smiled  on  death. 

It  is  not,  however,  necessary  for  me  to 
praise  this  incomparable  man.  He  has 
been  the  object  of  the  passionate  admira¬ 
tion  of  men  who  shared  not  his  faith  and 
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loved  not  the  cause  for  which  he  died.  A 
well-known  Protestant  statesman  thus 
spoke  of  him  not  long  ago:  “  The  greatest 
of  great  Englishmen,  the  most  justly 
famed  of  English  lives.  ...  Of  all 
men  nearly  perfect,  nay,  of  all  saints,  let 
me  say,  for  if  ever  one  of  God’s  saints 
walked  the  earth  it  was  Sir  Thomas 
More.  ...  No  beatification  can  add  to, 
no  human  praise  or  blame  could  alter,  the 
noble  historical  character  of  the  man.” 

The  Blessed  Thomas  More  is  then  one 
of  the  most  glorious  witnesses  to  the  holy 
Roman  faith.  When  the  call  of  duty 
came,  and  he  had  to  choose  between  the 
faith  which  he  had  learned  at  his  mother’s 
knee  on  the  one  hand,  and  on  the  other  the 
glamour  of  a  great  position,  and  all  that 
the  world  holds  dear  and  precious,  he  did 
not  hesitate  for  an  instant,  but  went  with 
a  cheerful  smile  to  his  death,  mounting  the 
scaffold  with  a  blithe  face  and  a  merry 
jest,  rejoicing  that  he  was  counted  worthy 
to  suffer  for  the  name  of  Christ.  It  was 
More-  who  said  that  “  a  man  can  live  for 
the  next  world,  and  yet  be  merry,”  which 
has  well  been  called  “  one  of  the  most 
beautiful  sayings  of  all  time.”  He  had 
foreseen  his  fall.  Even  when  basking 
in  the  brightest  sunshine  of  the  royal 
favour,  his  eyes  were  not  blinded  nor  his 
heart  seduced.  When  he  succeeded  Cardinal 
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Wolsey  as  Lord  Chancellor,  he  publicly 
compared  his  position  to  that  of  Damocles, 
who  sat  at  the  king’s  table  with  a  sword 
hanging  by  a  hair  above  his  head.  He 
“  put  not  his  trust  in  princes  nor  in  any 
child  of  man,”  and  was  not  a  whit  moved 
when  he  saw  the  very  stars  of  heaven  fall, 
and  the  pillars  of  the  firmament  tottering 
around  him.  The  clergy  and  people  of 
England  might  renounce  their  faith;  he 
at  least  would  be  true.  When  the  king 
summoned  him  and  his  fellow-martyr, 
Bishop  Fisher,  “  to  swear  to  the  statute 
made  against  the  Pope,  six  weeks  being 
given  them  to  consider  the  matter,  they 
replied  that  they  were  ready  to  suffer 
what  martyrdom  pleased  the  king,  and 
that  they  would  not  change  their  opinion 
in  six  weeks,  or  even  in  six  hundred  years, 
if  they  lived  so  long.” 

He  had  long  been  preparing  his  family 
for  the  blow.  He  had  told  them  “  of  the 
holy  martyrs  of  the  ancient  Church,  of 
their  grievous  pains,  of  their  marvellous 
patience,  and  of  their  passions  and  deaths, 
that  they  suffered  rather  than  they  would 
offend  Almighty  God,  and  what  a  happy 
and  blessed  thing  it  was  for  the  love  of 
God  to  suffer  loss  of  goods  and  imprison¬ 
ment,  loss  of  lands  and  life  also.  .  .  . 
That  upon  his  faith,  if  he  might  perceive 
his  wife  and  children  would  encourage 
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him  to  die  in  so  good  a  cause,  it  should 
so  comfort  him,  that  foi  very  joy  thereof 
it  would  make  him  run  merrily  to  death.” 

Unhappily,  even  this  consolation  was 
denied  him.  As  he  lay  in  his  gloomy 
dungeon  in  the  Tower  of  London,  his  wife 
came  and  scolded  him  for  ruining  his 
family  by  his  foolish  obstinacy,  and 
allowing  himself  to  be  shut  up  in  a  loath¬ 
some  prison  when  he  might  be  enjoying 
the  king’s  favour  and  living  at  ease  in  his 
beautiful  home  at  Chelsea.  He  heard 
her  with  a  cheerful  countenance,  and 
asked  her:  “Is  not  this  house  as  nigh 
heaven  as  my  own  ?”  Then  he  asked, 
supposing  he  were  to  do  as  she  wished  and 
sacrifice  his  conscience  and  return  to  live 
at  Chelsea,  how  long  a  life  could  she 
promise  him  ?  and  when  she  answered, 
“  Ah,  well,  you  might  live  twenty  years 
yet,”  he  smilingly  said,  “  Ah,  it  is  you  who 
are  foolish;  if  you  could  have  promised 
me  twenty  thousand  years — and  yet  what 
are  even  twenty  thousand  years  compared 
with' eternity  ?” 

When  he  was  a  young  man,  with  all  his 
life  before  him,  he  had  written  a  treatise 
on  the  Four  Last  Things,  and  ever  through¬ 
out  life  he  had  kept  the  end  of  man  steadily 
before  him.  “  Remember  thy  last  end, 
and  thou  shalt  never  sin,”  sounded  con¬ 
tinually  in  his  ears;  and,  as  he  told  his 
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beloved  daughter  Margaret  Roper,  when 
she  came  to  visit  him  in  his  cell,  if  it  had 
not  been  for  the  dear  ties  of  home  and 
family,  he  would  long  ago  have  shut 
himself  up  in  an  even  straiter  cell,  mean¬ 
ing,  as  it  seems,  that  he  would  have  become 
a  Carthusian  monk.  While  in  his  prison 
he  wrote  his  beautiful  Dialogue  of  Com¬ 
fort  in  Tribulation,  which  has  comforted 
so  many  sufferers  in  later  days,  and  a 
treatise  on  the  Passion  of  Christ.  It  is 
touching  to  note  that  he  had  reached  the 
words,  “  Then  laid  they  their  hands  on 
Tesus  to  take  him  away,”  when  the  book 
abruptly  ceases,  for  his  time  had  come. 
When  they  took  away  from  him  his 
books  and  writing  materials  he  closed  the 
shutters  of  his  dungeon,  and  remained  m 
the  dark  in  order  that  he  might  the  better 
meditate  without  distraction  on  the  love 
and  Passion  of  his  Lord.  ,  .  , 

We  saw  how  he  had  watched  and  had 
envied  the  blessed  Carthusian  priors  going 
to  martyrdom  “  like  bridegrooms  to  the 
marriage,”  and  how  he  lamented  to  his 
beloved  daughter  that  “  God  thought  him 
not  worthy  to  come  so  soon  to  that  eternal 
felicity,  but  left  him  still  m  this  world 
further  to  be  plagued  and  turmoiled  with 
misery”;  but  it  was  not  to  be  for  long. 
The  servile  Parliament  had  passed  the 
Act  of  Supremacy  while  More  lay  in 
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prison,  and  now  men  came  and  read  it  to 
him.  It  decreed  that  whosoever  should 
attempt  maliciously  to  deprive  the  king 
of  his  title  of  Supreme  Head  of  the  Church 
of  England,  either  by  word,  writing  or 
imagination  (for  in  those  days  of  tyranny 
even  a  man's  thoughts  were  no  longer 
free !),  should  be  held  guilty  of  High  Trea¬ 
son  and  punished  by  the  terrible  death 
reserved  for  traitors.  When  it  was  sought 
to  entangle  our  blessed  martyr  in  the 
meshes  of  this  iniquitous  law,  he  behaved 
with  dignity  and  Christian  prudence.  He 
refused  to  give  a  direct  answer,  saying: 
“  I  will  not  meddle  with  any  such  matters, 
for  I  am  fully  determined  to  serve  God 
and  to  think  upon  his  Passion  and  my 
passage  out  of  this  world  and  he  wrote 
to  Bishop  Fisher,  his  fellow-prisoner: 
“  The  Act  of  Parliament  is  like  a  sword 
with  two  edges;  for  if  a  man  answer  one 
way  it  will  confound  his  soul,  and  if  he 
answer  the  other  way  it  will  confound  his 
body.”  Yet  these  answers  were  the  only 
proofs  of  treason  which  they  could  bring 
against  our  martyr  at  his  trial.  Nay, 
there  was  one  thing  more,  and  that  was 
the  evidence  of  a  false  witness;  that  in  his 
sufferings  he  might  be  the  more  conformed 
to  the  likeness  of  his  divine  Master. 

Rich,  the  Solicitor  -  General,  deposed 
against  him  that  he  had  had  a  conversation 
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with  him  in  the  Tower,  in  which  he  said, 
“  Supposing  Parliament  should  enact  that 
I,  Richard  Rich,  should  be  king,  would 
you  accept  me  as  such  ?”  To  this  More 
replied,  “Yes,”  whereupon  Rich  con¬ 
tinued,  “  And  supposing  they  made  me 
pope,  what  then?”  More  replied  by 
another  question,  “Supposing  it  were 
enacted  by  Parliament  that  God  was 
not  God,  would  you  agree  to  that?” 
“Certainly  not,’’  said  Rich,  whereupon 
the  martyr  remained  silent.  Rich,  how¬ 
ever,  had  the  effrontery  to  swear  that  he 
replied,  “Neither  can  the  Parliament 
declare  that  the  Pope  is  not  head  of  the 

Church.”  . 

Blessed  Thomas  was  determined  that 
he  would  in  no  sense  court  death,  or  go 
to  a  judicial  suicide.  He  knew  that  such 
was  not  the  spirit  in  which  a  martyr  of 
Christ  should  go  to  meet  his  end.  He 
therefore  made  a  magnificent  defence  at  his 
trial,  a  defence  worthy  of  his  great  reputa¬ 
tion  as  a  barrister.  He  declared  that  he 
was  more  sorry  for  Rich’s  perjury  than  for 
his  own  peril.  Nevertheless,  when  once 
condemned  to  death,  he  thought  it  his  duty 
to  bear  solemn  witness  to  the  faith  for 
which  he  died.  He  then  spoke  out  boldly 
the  dearest  convictions  of  his  soul.  N ever 
surely  did  those  old  rafters  at  Westminster 
Hall  echo  to  so  noble  a  confession ! 
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Standing  there  as  a  condemned  criminal, 
there,  where  he  had  so  often  presided  as 
supreme  judge,  in  all  the  pomp  of  his  high 
office,  he  proclaimed  the  truth  (and  the 
voice  of  England’s  ancient  Church  spoke 
through  his  lips),  that  the  supremacy 
over  the  kingdom  of  God  on  earth  could 
belong  to  no  layman,  but  that  it  “  right¬ 
fully  belonged  to  the  See  of  Rome  as 
granted  personally  by  our  Lord  when  on 
earth  to  St  Peter  and  his  successors  ”  that 
for  England  to  refuse  obedience  to  Rome 
was  the  same  as  for  a  child  to  refuse  obedi¬ 
ence  to  its  natural  parent.  For  as  St 
Paul  said  to  the  Corinthians,  “Ye  are  my 
children,  for  I  have  begotten  you  in 
Christ,”  so  might  St  Gregory  say  to  the 
English,  “Ye  are  my  children,  for  I  have, 
under  Christ,  given  to  you  everlasting 
salvation.”  “  You  taunt  me,”  he  went 
on,  “  that  I  stand  here  alone,  that  all  the 
great  and  learned  men  of  England  are 
against  me.  I  tell  you  that  for  one  bishop 
of  your  opinion  I  have  a  hundred  saints 
of  mine,  and  for  one  parliament  of  yours, 
and  God  knows  of  what  kind,  I  have  all 
the  General  Councils  of  a  thousand  years, 
and  for  one  kingdom  I  have  France  and 
all  the  kingdoms  of  Christendom;  yea, 
and  on  my  side  I  have  all  the  saints  in 
heaven  !”  Yet  even  now,  as  ever,  he  was 
playful  and  sweet,  and  he  ended  by 
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expressing  his  hope,  “  that  as  St  Paul,  and 
St  Stephen  whom  he  persecuted,  were 
now  friends  in  paradise,  so  he  and  his 
judges,  though  differing  in  this  world, 
might  be  united  in  perfect  charity  in  the 

next.”  , 

And  so  he  left  the  Hall  with  the  axe  s 
edge  turned  towards  him,  in  sign  that  he 
was  a  condemned  traitor,  but  with  joy  on 
his  countenance  and  God’s  peace  in  his 
heart.  Only  once  did  his  composure  fail 
him,  and  that  was  when  at  the  Tower  steps 
he  found  his  beloved  daughter  Margaret 
waiting  to  bid  him  farewell.  We  know, 
from  her  husband’s  pathetic  narrative, 
how  that  faithful  daughter  burst  through 
the  guards  who  surrounded  her  father  and 
fell  upon  his  neck,  crying,  “  Oh,  my  father, 
oh,  my  father!”  He  embraced  her  and 
blessed  her  with  a  heart  too  full  for  words, 
and  then,  as  he  was  being  led  away,  she 
ran  to  him  once  more  and  enfolded  him 
in  a  long  embrace,  sobbing  out  her  heart 
upon  his  breast.  We  know  what  comfort 
she  gave  him  in  that  supreme  hour, 
for  when  he  reached  the  prison  he  wrote  to 
her  some  loving  words  of  comfort,  traced 
with  a  coal  from  the  fire — for  the  tyrant 
had  deprived  him  of  pen  and  ink.  In  this 
he  says:  “  If  I  were  to  declare  in  writing 
how  much  pleasure  your  daughterly, 
loving  behaviour  gave  me,  a  peck  of 
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eoals  would  not  suffice  to  make  the 
pens  !” 

To  this  dear  daughter,  surely  the 
noblest  Englishwoman  who  ever  lived  and 
worthy  of  such  a  father,  he  sent  just  before 
his  martyrdom  his  instruments  of  penance, 
his  discipline  and  hair-shirt,  used  assidu¬ 
ously  to  the  last  but  now  no  longer  needed, 
with  a  touching  letter  of  farewell,  in  which 
he  lovingly  blessed  her  and  all  his  children, 
adding,  “  I  cumber  you,  good  Margaret, 
much,  but  I  would  be  sorry  that  it  should 
be  any  longer  than  to-morrow,  for  it  is  St 
Thomas’s  eve,  and  the  octave  of  St  Peter, 
and  therefore  to-morrow  long  I  to  go  to 
God.”  It  was  indeed  a  fitting  day  for 
the  sacrifice,  the  eve  of  the  translation  of 
his  own  glorious  patron  St  Thomas;  on 
what  better  day  could  he  be  translated 
from  earth  to  heaven,  he  who  belonged 
by  closest  ties  of  confraternity  to  the 
Cathedral  Monastery  of  the  Martyr  at 
Canterbury;  he  who  was  to  die  for  that 
selfsame  cause  for  which  St  Thomas  shed 
his  blood  ?  On  what  better  day,  again, 
than  on  the  octave  of  the  feast  of  the  great 
Prince  of  the  Apostles,  for  whose  preroga¬ 
tive  he  was  giving  his  life  ?  And  so  it 
was  indeed,  for  on  this  day  he  was  led  out 
to  die.  He  had  entered  the  prison-house 
fifteen  months  before  in  the  strength  and 
prime  of  manhood;  he  left  it  now  a 
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broken,  grey-haired  man,  made  old 
before  his  time  by  the  rigours  of  his 
imprisonment. 

The  horrors  of  Tyburn  had  been  spared 
him,  and  by  a  special  exercise  of  the  royal 
“  mercy  ”  he  was  to  die  by  the  axe  on 
Tower  Hill.  As  he  went  forth,  holding  to 
his  heart  a  small  red  cross,  a  good  woman 
offered  him  a  cup  of  wine,  but  he  refused 
it,  saying:  “  My  Lord  drank  only  vinegar 
and  gall.”  A  poor  man,  who  had  known 
him  of  old,  came  and  knelt  at  his  feet, 
begging  his  prayers.  He  was  sorely  tried 
with  terrible  temptations  to  despair, 
constantly  impelled  to  lay  violent  hands 
upon  himself.  The  martyr  said  to  him, 
“  Go  and  pray  for  me,  and  I  will  pray  for 
thee.”  And  from  that  hour  the  man  was 
wholly  delivered  from  his  trial.  Even  at 
the  foot  of  the  scaffold  he  retained  his  old 
playful  humour,  and  observing  that  the 
ladder  shook  beneath  him,  he  said  to  the 
lieutenant  of  the  Tower,  “  I  pray  thee  see 
me  safe  up,  and  I  will  shift  for  myself 
coming  down.”  And  after  praying  by  the 
block,  he  kissed  the  executioner  in  token 
of  forgiveness,  saying,  “  Pluck  up  thy 
spirits,  man,  and  be  not  afraid  to  do  thy 
office.  My  neck  is  very  short,  take  heed 
therefore  that  thou  strike  not  awry  for 
thy  honour’s  sake.”  Thus,  with  a  smile 
on  his  lips  and  forgiveness  in  his  heart,  he 
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patiently  submitted  to  the  death  stroke, 
and  so  his  blessed  spirit  passed  to  God. 

More  had  said  once  to  his  children, 
‘‘You  see  virtue  rewarded  and  vice  pun¬ 
ished,  so  that  you  are  carried  up  to 
heaven  even  by  the  chins.  But  if  you  live 
in  the  time  when  you  shall  see  virtue 
punished  and  vice  rewarded,  if  you  will 
then  stand  fast  and  firmly  stick  to  God, 
if  you  be  but  half  good,  God  will  allow  you 
for  whole  good.”  Was  he  not  indeed  one  of 
those  true  friends  of  God  who,  as  we  saw 
yesterday,  console  the  Sacred  Heart  ? 
Never  did  there  beat  a  heart  so  true  and 
loyal,  never  a  friend  so  staunch  in  storm 
as  in  the  sunshine. 

But  let  us  turn  for  a  moment  to  the 
Blessed  John  Fisher,  More’s  faithful  friend 
in  life  and  companion  in  martyrdom.  He 
was  revered  by  all  as  the  most  saintly 
and  apostolic  bishop  in  England,  if  not  in 
Christendom.  He  had  passed  the  allotted 
span  of  man’s  life,  and  was  so  weak  and 
sickly  that  it  was  deemed  a  wonderful 
thing  that  he  should  have  survived  his 
long  imprisonment.  As  he  wrote  to 
Cromwell,  he  suffered  cruelly  during  the 
long  months  he  spent  in  the  Bell  Tower 
from  cold  and  want  of  suitable  food.  His 
clothes  were  in  rags  and  his  body  so  frail 
and  wasted  that  he  seemed  more  dead  than 
alive.  He  was  once  taken  so  ill  that  his 
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death  was  expected  daily,  and  the  king  then 
sent  to  him  his  own  physician,  not  indeed 
from  any  sense  of  pity,  but  in  order,  if 
possible,  to  preserve  him  for  the  scaffold. 
Anne  Boleyn  had  vowed  a  terrible  venge¬ 
ance  against  the  bishop;  she  thirsted  for 
his  blood  as  did  Herodias  of  old  for  that 
of  another  John. 

When  the  Pope  heard  that  this  venerable 
prelate  lay  in  prison,  daily  expecting  death 
for  the  cause  of  the  Apostolic  See,  he  was 
greatly  moved,  and,  calling  a  solemn 
consistory,  he  created  him  a  cardinal 
priest  of  the  holy  Roman  Church,  thinking 
that  even  Henry’s  impiety  would  shrink 
from  laying  violent  hands  on  a  prince  of 
the  Church.  But  this  news  only  inflamed 
the  monarch’s  rage  the  more,  and  he 
exclaimed  with  an  oath,  “  The  Pope  may 
send  him  a  cardinal  s  hat  if  he  will,  but 
he  will  have  to  wear  it  on  his  shoulders, 
for  I  will  take  care  that  he  has  not  a  head 
to  put  it  on.”  He  sent  Cromwell  to  the 
prison  to  ask  the  holy  bishop  what  he 
would  do  if  the  Pope  were  to  send  him  the 
hat,  and  the  martyr’s  reply,  “  I  would 
receive  it  on  my  knees,  did  not  serve  to 
abate  the  royal  fury.  . 

Fisher  died  with  calm  dignity  and  holy 
joy,  on  a  most  fitting  festival,  that  of  St 
Alban  our  protomartyr.  He  was  so  weak 
that  he  had  to  be  carried  on  a  chair  to  the 
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scaffold.  During  this  sad  procession  he 
took  the  little  Greek  Testament  which  he 
always  carried  with  him,  and  asked  our 
Lord  to  give  him  some  comfort  at  the 
supreme  hour.  He  opened  it  at  the  text, 
“  This  is  life  eternal,  to  know  thee  the 
one  true  God,  and  Jesus  Christ  whom 
thou  hast  sent.”  And  then  he  shut  the 
book,  saying,  “  Here  is  comfort  enough.” 
As  he  painfully  mounted  the  scaffold  the 
June  sun  shone  full  in  his  face,  and  the 
old  man  raised  up  his  arms  to  heaven, 
crying,  “  Accedite  ad  eum  et  illuminamini, 
et  facies  vestrce  non  confundentur — Draw 
near  unto  him  and  be  enlightened,  and 
your  faces  shall  not  be  confounded.” 

Alas,  the  headless  body  of  the  holy 
cardinal  was  allowed  to  lie  naked  on  the 
scaffold  the  whole  day,  till  in  the  evening 
two  soldiers  took  it  up  on  their  halberds 
and  tumbled  it  into  a  grave  without 
prayer  or  sign  of  reverence.  It  is  even 
asserted  that  Anne  Boleyn  had  the  severed 
head  brought  to  her  that  she  might  exult 
over,  it.  .  .  .  “  But  the  souls  of  the 
righteous  are  in  the  hand  of  God,  and 
there  shall  no  torment  touch  them.” 

Such,  my  brethren,  were  the  noble 
leaders  of  the  martyrs  of  England;  but 
there  followed  in  their  footsteps  a  whole 
army  of  white-robed  witnesses.  There 
were  priests  and  laymen,  young  men  and 
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maidens,  old  men  and  matrons — yes,  and 
children  too,  who  refused  to  bow  down 
before  the  golden  idol  of  the  royal  supre¬ 
macy,  and  joyously  suffered  all  that 
human  malice  could  inflict  rather  than 
deny  the  faith. 

There  is,  for  instance,  the  Venerable 
George  Haydock,  imprisoned  for  the  faith, 
but  so  far  from  being  daunted  by  his  suffer¬ 
ings  that  he  writes  up  on  the  very  walls 
of  his  dungeon  the  triumphant  inscription, 
“  Gregory  XIII,  supreme  head  on  earth  of 
the  whole  Catholic  Church,”  and  stoutly 
refuses,  when  commanded,  to  erase  what 
he  has  written.  There  is  young  Thomas 
Sherwood,  protesting  on  the  rack  that "  The 
Pope  and  he  alone  is  God’s  general  vicar 
on  earth,”  and  keeping  to  his  brave  confes¬ 
sion  even  when  thrust  down  into  a  frightful 
underground  dungeon  "  among  the  rats.” 
There  is  Blessed  John  Felton,  hacked  in 
pieces  before  the  gates  of  the  Protestant 
Bishop  of  London  because  he  had  dared 
to  hang  upon  those  very  gates  the  sentence 
of  St  Pius  V,  excommunicating  Elizabeth 
as  an  apostate  and  a  heretic.  There  is 
young  Robert  Ashton,  butchered  for  seek¬ 
ing  a  marriage  dispensation  from  the  Holy 
See,  and  the  priest  Polydore  Plasden,  who 
here  at  Tyburn  with  the  rope  already 
round  his  neck  is  once  more  urged  to 
renounce  the  faith.  “  Oh,  Christ,”  he 
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cries,  looking  up  to  heaven,  “  Oh,  Christ, 

I  will  not  deny  thee  for  a  thousand  lives.” 
There  again  is  the  Blessed  John  Forest, 
condemned  to  the  flames  as  a  heretic  by 
the  apostate  Cranmer  because,  forsooth, 
he  maintained  in  word  and  writing  the 
primacy  of  the  Apostolic  See.  There  too 
is  a  little  group  of  Knights  of  St  John,  who 
knew  how  to  withstand  the  tyranny  of 
the  royal  heretic  as  bravely  as  did  their 
brethren  the  inrush  of  the  Mussulman 
invader.  There  are  the  blessed  Benedic¬ 
tine  abbots,  true  to  Christ  and  Rome  as 
were  their  fathers  before  them,  and 
shedding  an  imperishable  lustre  upon  the 
desolate  ruins  of  their  venerable  abbeys. 
There  are  the  sons  of  SS  Francis  of  Assisi 
and  Ignatius  of  Loyola,  hand  in  hand  with 
the  ardent  missioners  from  Allen’s  glorious 
foundations,  treading  joyously  in  the  steps 
of  the  King  of  Martyrs,  and  for  the  joy 
that  was  set  before  them  despising  the 
shame  of  their  Calvary.  All  these  form 
part  of  that  great  host  of  victorious  warriors 
who  have  come  through  great  tribulation 
to  the  peace  of  paradise.  And  now,  me- 
thinks,  I  see  them  standing  around  the 
throne  of  Peter  in  heaven,  and  as  they 
wave  aloft  their  palms,  they  blend  their 
voices  in  the  triumphant  antiphon,  “  Tues 
pastor  ovium,  princeps  apostolovum,  tibi  tra- 
ditce  sunt  claves  regni  ccdorum — Thou  art 
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the  shepherd  of  the  sheep,  the  prince  of 
the  apostles:  to  thee  are  delivered  the  keys 
of  the  kingdom  of  heaven,  alleluia.” 

My  brethren,  the  martyrs  of  Tyburn 
teach  us  the  duty  of  devotion  to  the  Apo¬ 
stolic  See.  This  devotion  has  ever  been 
a  special  mark  of  God’s  saints,  and  as  de 
Maistre  has  observed,  the  more  conspicuous 
was  their  sanctity,  the  more  remarkable 
were  they  for  love  of  Rome  and  of  all 
that  comes  from  Rome. 

We  should  cherish  a  love  for  the  Apostolic 
See  as  a  very  special  grace  from  God; 
and  if  we  find  we  have  it  not  we  should 
earnestly  pray  for  it.  In  these  days  especi¬ 
ally,  when  the  canker  of  criticism  and  inde¬ 
pendence  seems  to  be  spreading  its  ravages 
so  seriously  even  among  Catholics,  we  must 
seek  to  possess  this  spirit  of  childlike  sub¬ 
mission  and  love  for  Rome.  All  around  us 
are  good  people  who  call  themselves  by  the 
glorious  title  of  Catholic,  which  is  neverthe¬ 
less  the  inalienable  heritage  of  those  who 
abide  in  the  communion  and  fellowship  of 
the  Apostolic  See,  and  of  them  alone. 

These  men  say  that  they  believe  all  that 
we  believe,  with  the  solitary  exception 
of  the  Primacy  of  Peter.  But  this  excep¬ 
tion  is  fatal  to  their  claim  to  the  Catholic 
name.  They  may  indeed  accept  our 
doctrines,  but  they  do  so  merely  on 
their  own  authority,  as  matters  of  private 
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judgement.  We  Catholics,  on  the  con¬ 
trary,  believe  them  with  divine  faith  on 
the  authority  of  the  Church  of  God,  which 
is  the  organ  and  mouthpiece  of  the  Holy 
Ghost;  and  we  know  that  to  reject  even 
one  of  them  is  to  reject  all  and  to  make 
shipwreck  of  the  faith.  We  know  that 
to  Peter  and  to  his  successors  has  the 
supreme  authority  been  committed;  that 
to  accept  all  that  they  teach,  because  it 
commends  itself  to  our  reason,  and  at  the 
same  time  to  reject  the  authority  of  the 
teacher,  is  to  proclaim  oneself  a  Protestant, 
devoid  of  either  faith  or  logic.  We  must 
never  let  ourselves  be  deceived  by  special 
pleading;  those  who  are  not  firmly 
grounded  on  the  Rock  of  Peter  cannot 
belong  to  the  Church  of  Christ,  however 
near  it  they  may  seem  to  be.  The 
martyrs  teach  us  that  there  can  be  no 
compromise  on  this  point:  to  attempt  it 
indeed  would  be  no  real  charity,  it  would 
be  but  to  deceive  those  dear  souls  for  whose 
conversion  we  long.  We  must  be  full  of 
charity  for  them,  but  at  the  same  time 
absolutely  firm  as  to  the  essentials.  And 
for  ourselves,  let  us  thank  God  with  all 
our  hearts  that  he  has  given  us  a  supreme 
and  infallible  teacher  to  guide  us  on  the 
road  to  heaven  and  to  point  out  to  us  with 
unfaltering  voice  the  perils  that  beset  us 
on  the  way.  Let  us  cling  to  the  Rock  of 
Peter  and  glory  in  the  name  of  Papist, 
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which  is  so  often  applied  to  us  by  those 
who  love  us  not,  but  which  is  in  fact  a  title 
of  honour  for  the  disciples  of  Jesus.  Yes, 
we  are  Papists,  and  we  love  our  Pope; 
we  glory  in  his  prerogative  and  find  our 
joy  and  consolation  in  his  teaching.  We 
know  that  as  long  as  we  are  united  to  him 
we  are  safe,  that  we  belong  to  the  fold  of 
Christ  against  which  the  gates  of  hell  shall 
never  prevail;  and,  amid  all  the  trials 
and  sorrows  of  life,  who  shall  rob  us  of  this 
supreme  consolation  ?  The  good  shepherd 
knoweth  his  sheep  by  name,  and  they  hear 
his  voice,  and  to  us  as  to  St  Alphonsus 
“  the  voice  of  the  Pope  is  the  voice  of  God.” 

Let  me  conclude  with  the  dying  words 
of  one  of  our  glorious  martyrs:  “The 
supremacy  hath  and  doth  belong  to  the 
Pope  by  right  derived  from  Peter,  and 
the  Pope  hath  received  it  as  by  divine 
providence.  Therefore,  we  must  not  give 
those  things  belonging  to  God  to  any 
other  than  him  alone.  And  because  I 
will  not  do  otherwise,  I  may  say  with  the 
three  children  in  the  fiery  furnace  and  the 
first  of  the  widow’s  seven  sons  in  the 
Machabees  :  ‘  Parati  sumus  mori_  magis 
quam  patriots  Dei  leges  preevaricari. 

Yes,  by  God’s  grace,  we  too  are  “  pre¬ 
pared  to  die  rather  than  depart  from  the 
laws  of  God  which  our  fathers  have  handed 
down  to  us.” 
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The  Martyrs,  Witnesses  to  the 
Holy  Mass 
Tuesday,  May  3,  1904 

“  Thou  shalt  offer  thy  oblations,  the  Flesh  and 
the  Blood  upon  the  altar  of  the  Lord  thy  God, 
and  the  Flesh  thou  thyself  shalt  eat  .  .  .  and 
thou  wilt  eat  the  Flesh  thy  soul  desireth.” 

“  They  shall  violate  my  secret  place  and 
robbers  shall  enter  in  and  shall  defile  it.  .  .  . 
They  have  defiled  my  sanctuaries.  And  I  was 
profaned  in  the  midst  of  them.” — Ezech.  vii  and 
xxii. 

These  words  of  the  prophet,  my  brethren, 
are  very  appropriate  to  the  subject  of 
which  I  have  to  speak  to  you  to-day — the 
witness  of  our  blessed  martyrs  to  the  holy 
sacrifice  of  the  Mass.  After  the  doctrine 
of  the  primacy  of  the  Apostolic  See,  of 
which  I  spoke  yesterday,  there  is  no 
dogma  of  the  faith  to  which  the  martyrs  of 
England  bore  more  emphatic  witness, 
none  for  which  they  poured  out  their 
blood  so  abundantly,  as  that  of  the 
adorable  sacrifice  of  the  altar. 

Let  us  consider  for  a  moment  what  the 
sacrifice  of  the  Mass  really  is.  It  is  to  the 
Church  of  God  what  the  sun  in  the  heavens 
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is  to  this  earth  of  ours.  What  would  be  the 
effect  on  this  globe  could  that  mighty  orb 
be  suddenly  extinguished  ?  Would  not  the 
world  be  plunged  into  darkness,  frozen  with 
cold  ?  The  beautiful  flowers  would  droop 
and  die,  the  trees  lose  their  leaves,  the 
birds  and  beasts  would  perish,  and  we 
ourselves  could  not  long  survive  them. 
So  would  the  Church  on  earth  be  deprived 
of  heavenly  light  and  heat,  could  the  most 
divine  sacrifice  be  abolished  from  her 
midst.  It  is  by  this  adorable  sacrifice  that 
the  presence  of  Jesus  is  ever  ensured  to  her, 
and  it  is  in  this  most  pure  oblation  that 
his  all-prevailing  merits  are  constantly 
pleaded  with  God  on  behalf  of  sinful  man. 
We  sometimes  wonder  how  it  is  that  God 
can  be  so  patient;  how  it  is  that  he  does 
not  strike  the  earth  with  the  lightnings 
of  his  wrath,  and  destroy  once  more  a  race 
whose  iniquities  are  constantly  crying  out 
to  heaven  for  vengeance.  The  answer 
to  this  mystery  is  to  be  found  m  the 
sacrifice  of  the  Mass.  If  God  remains 
silent  when  men  deny  him  to  the  face,  it 
he  bears  so  long  with  their  rebellion,  their 
ingratitude,  their  impurity  ;  it  is  because 
there  is  never  a  moment  of  time  when  from 
some  point  of  this  globe  the  immaculate 
Lamb  of  God  is  not  lifted  up  between 
heaven  and  earth  in  the  hands  of  some 
humble  priest;  and  the  Father,  looking 
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upon  the  face  of  his  beloved  Son  in  whom 
he  is  ever  well  pleased,  for  his  dear  sake 
and  for  his  blood  outpoured  and  for  his 
open  wounds  has  pity  on  the  race  that 
dear  Son  died  to  save. 

Thus  it  was  in  the  old  Greek  story. 
A  tyrant  who  by  his  cruelty  had  long  made 
his  name  odious,  had  at  last  to  fly  from  the 
just  indignation  of  his  own  people.  But 
he  had  nowhere  to  turn  for  refuge,  save  to 
the  land  of  a  king  whom  he  had  in  the 
past  most  cruelly  wronged.  It  was  to 
this  man’s  house  he  fled,  and  entering  in 
found  none  but  the  women  and  the  king’s 
infant  son  lying  in  a  cradle  by  the  fire.  He 
went  and  sat  down  as  a  suppliant  among 
the  ashes  on  the  hearth.  And  presently 
the  king  came  in,  and  seeing  his  old  enemy 
there  humbled  before  him  and  wholly  at 
his  mercy,  was  filled  with  exultation,  and 
raised  his  weapon  to  strike  him  to  the  earth. 
But  the  suppliant  snatched  up  the  inno¬ 
cent  babe  from  the  cradle  and  held  him  up 
in  his  arms  between  himself  and  the 
avenger .  And  the  father,  looking  upon  the 
face  of  his  beloved  child,  was  touched  with 
compassion,  and  took  his  enemy  in  his 
arms,  giving  him  the  kiss  of  peace.  Thus 
for  the  sake  of  the  innocent  child  a  father 
pardoned  his  foe,  and  thus  is  the  great 
heart  of  God  moved  and  his  just  anger 
averted  by  the  offering  of  his  Son  and  the 
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perpetual  pleading  of  the  sacrifice  of 
Calvary. 

We  saw  on  Sunday  the  protomartyrs  of 
Tyburn  cheered  and  strengthened  for  their 
conflict  in  the  sacrifice  of  the  holy  Mass. 
This  adorable  sacrifice  was  indeed  most 
dear  to  all  our  martyrs.  The  great  man 
of  whom  I  spoke  to  you  yesterday,  Blessed 
Thomas  More,  was  conspicuous  for  his 
devotion  to  the  holy  Mass.  Even  when 
Lord  High  Chancellor  of  England,  he 
deemed  it  his  highest  privilege  to  don  a 
surplice  and  serve  Mass  in  his  parish 
church.* 

The  Duke  of  Norfolk  once  surprised  him 
when  engaged  in  this  sacred  office.  “  God’s 
body,  my  Lord  Chancellor  !  what  a  parish 
clerk,  a  parish  clerk  !  You  dishonour  the 
king  and  his  office,”  he  cried.  “Nay,”  re¬ 
plied  the  martyr,  smiling,  “  your  Grace 
should  not  think  that  the  king,  your  master 
and  mine,  will  be  offended  with  me  for 
serving  God  his  master.”  At  another 
time,  when  hearing  Mass,  he  was  suddenly 
summoned  to  the  king’s  presence,  but  he 
refused  to  leave  the  church  until  the  holy 
sacrifice  was  completed.  He  knew  that 

*  It  is  touching  to  know  that  these  Masses 
served  by  a  martyr  were  also  offered  by  a 
martyr  ;  for  the  Blessed  John  Larke,  parish 
priest  of  Chelsea,  followed  in  the  footsteps  of 
his  own  disciple,  and  consummated  a  glorious 
martyrdom  at  Tyburn. 
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even  the  royal  business  was  as  nothing 
compared  with  the  importance  of  the 
Mass.  He  showed  his  love  to  the  holy 
sacrifice  by  richly  endowing  the  chapel 
which  he  built  in  his  parish  church  at 
Chelsea  with  costly  ornaments  and  plate. 
As  he  was  wont  to  say:  “  Good  men  give 
these  things  and  bad  men  take  them 
away.” 

So  it  was  that  when  he  was  summoned 
to  Lambeth  to  meet  the  crisis  of  his  fate 
he  first  went  quietly  to  the  church,  and 
there  having  made  his  confession,  devoutly 
assisted  at  Mass  and  received  holy  Com¬ 
munion.  It  was  in  the  strength  of  this 
sacrifice  that  he  went  forth  to  combat  for 
the  faith ;  it  was  by  the  grace  of  this  sacri¬ 
fice  that  he  was  enabled,  after  but  a  short 
struggle  with  nature,  to  regain  his  old  joy¬ 
ousness  and  to  whisper  to  the  faithful  com¬ 
panion  who  sat  by  him  in  the  boat,  “  Son 
Roper,  I  thank  our  Lord,  the  field  is  won.” 

And  if  a  layman  so  loved  and  valued  the 
adorable  sacrament  of  the  altar,  what  shall 
we  say  of  those  devoted  priests  who  suffered 
here  in  England  ?  To  celebrate  holy  Mass 
was  to  them  the  chief  joy  of  life,  the  very 
end  of  their  existence.  We  read  of  Blessed 
John  Houghton  that  he  was  wont  to  shed 
copious  tears  as  he  offered  the  divine  mys¬ 
teries;  and  of  Blessed  Hugh,  abbot  of 
Reading,  we  are  told  that  in  the  dark  days 
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of  trial  it  was  his  one  consolation  to  offer 
daily  the  holy  sacrifice  for  the  peace  of  the 
Church  and  the  good  estate  of  the  Roman 
Pontiff. 

To  do  him  justice,  Henry  VIII  had  no 
intention  of  making  war  upon  the  Mass. 
On  the  contrary  he  persecuted  the  heretics 
who  dared  to  speak  against  the  sacrifice, 
and  in  his  last  will  he  left  provision  for 
perpetual  Masses  for  his  soul.  But  by  his 
obstinacy  and  self-will  he  had  torn  Eng¬ 
land  from  the  centre  of  unity,  and  whether 
he  willed  it  or  no,  the  fatal  consequences  of 
such  a  step  were  soon  to  become  apparent. 
He  had  removed  the  keystone  of  the  arch, 
and  the  whole  structure  was  bound  quickly 
to  crumble  into  ruin.  When  men  create  a 
schism,  they  are  taking  the  first  steps  of 
a  downward  path  which  sooner  or  later 
leads  inevitably  to  the  depths  of  heresy. 
We  have  seen  this  truth  exemplified  in  our 
own  day  in  the  history  of  the  sect  called 
the  “  Old  Catholics,”  but  nowhere  is  it 
more  strikingly  manifested  than  in  the 
annals  of  the  English  Reformation.  The 
work  which  Henry  had  begun  was  com¬ 
pleted  by  his  children  Edward  and  Eliza¬ 
beth.  The  injunctions  of  his  last  will  were 
set  aside,  his  ordinances  as  to  religion  were 
repealed;  the  heresies  which  he  detested 
were  openly  taught  and  enforced,  and 
all  this  by  the  authority  of  the  Royal 
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Supremacy  and  at  the  instigation  of  the 
men  who  during  his  life  had  been  his  sub¬ 
servient  instruments  in  infamy  from  the 
day  that  he  first  severed  himself  and  his 
people  from  the  unity  of  Christendom  and 
from  the  communion  of  the  Apostolic  See. 

Then  there  began  a  fierce  war  in  Eng¬ 
land  against  all  that  Catholics  held  sacred, 
but  most  of  all  against  the  holy  sacri¬ 
fice  of  the  altar,  which  was  regarded  by 
the  so-called  reformers  with  a  hatred  that 
can  only  be  called  satanic.  Books  full  of 
ribaldry  and  blasphemy  were  brought  out 
in  which  these  most  august  mysteries  were 
held  up  to  public  ridicule,  and  ballads 
were  sung  in  the  ale-houses  and  at  the 
street-corners  which  heaped  upon  the  holy 
sacrifice  every  possible  epithet  of  hatred 
and  scorn.  The  churches  were  desecrated, 
and  the  offering  of  the  divine  liturgy  was 
made  a  penal  offence.  Scarcely  could 
Princess  Mary,  even  with  the  emperor’s 
aid,  obtain  leave  to  have  what  was  termed 
“  the  idolatrous  worship  of  Baal  ”  cele¬ 
brated  in  her  private  chapel. 

Catholic  worship  was  restored  for  a  brief 
period  when  Mary  ascended  the  throne, 
only  once  more  to  be  overthrown  by  her 
sister  Elizabeth.  Elizabeth  knew  well  that 
“  it  is  the  Mass  that  matters,”  and  if  she 
was  to  succeed  in  the  task  she  had  set 
herself  of  rooting  out  the  Catholic  religion 
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from  the  land,  she  must  begin  by  abolishing 
the  holy  sacrifice. 

So  the  first  symptom  of  the  coming 
change  was  seen  but  a  month  after  her  ac¬ 
cession,  when  on  Christmas  morning  she 
forbade  the  Bishop  of  Carlisle  to  elevate  the 
Host  in  her  presence.  When  he  refused, 
saying  that  he  could  not  break  the  laws  of 
the  Catholic  Church,  even  for  her  Majesty, 
Elizabeth  left  the  chapel  in  a  rage  during 
the  singing  of  the  Gospel.  She  could  not 
bear  to  look  upon  the  Lord  whom  she  was 
about  to  betray,  and  a  month  later  a  pro¬ 
clamation  was  issued  forbidding  through¬ 
out  England  the  elevation  of  the  Host.  It 
was  the  dearest  custom  of  our  fathers  to 
gaze  upon  the  sacred  Host  raised  aloft  in 
the  hands  of  the  priest;  they  thought  they 
had  not  well  spent  a  day  on  which  they 
had  not  thus  “  seen  their  Maker,”  as  they 
touchingly  expressed  it.  But  henceforth, 
if  Elizabeth  had  her  way,  this  consolation 
was  to  be  denied  them.  The  reformers 
who  flocked  into  England  from  foreign 
parts  incited  the  baser  people  to  horrible 
acts  of  sacrilege,  which  were  connived  at, 
if  not  encouraged,  by  the  Government. 
A  cat  was  hung  in  Cheapside,  clad  in 
sacerdotal  vestments,  and  miscreants  stole 
at  night  into  the  churches,  and  cutting  the 
chains  by  which  the  Blessed  Sacrament 
hung  in  its  golden  pyx  above  the  altars 
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trampled  beneath  their  feet  the  body  of 
the  Lord. 

Meanwhile  the  queen  had  succeeded  in 
finding  a  Catholic  bishop  weak  enough  to 
crown  her,  and  on  January  15,  1559,  she 
was  solemnly  consecrated  at  Westminster 
with  all  the  ancient  rites.  She  took  the 
solemn  oath  to  maintain  the  rights  and 
privileges  of  the  Catholic  Church  intact, 
and  sealed  her  perjury  by  sacrilegious 
Communion.  It  was  noticed  during  the 
service  that  she  openly  ridiculed  the 
sacred  rite  of  Unction  with  the  ladies  of 
her  court. 

The  last  Mass  at  which  she  assisted  was 
probably  the  Mass  of  the  Holy  Ghost,  which, 
according  to  custom,  inaugurated  her  first 
Parliament,  and  the  first  task  set  before 
this  Parliament  was  that  of  abolishing 
the  old  religion.  The  Act  of  Uniformity 
was  passed  in  the  teeth  of  the  united 
protests  of  the  Episcopate,  and  the  old 
order  passed  away,  as  it  seemed  for  ever. 
Henceforth  it  was  made  penal  to  use  the 
ancient  rites  of  the  Catholic  Church: 
the  holy  Mass  was  made  an  illegal  act, 
the  sacraments  of  holy  Order,  Confirma¬ 
tion,  Penance  and  Unction  were  abolished, 
the  glorious  ceremonies  of  Holy  Week 
discarded,  the  ancient  language  of  the 
Church  forbidden  and  her  most  sacred 
doctrines  proscribed.  The  ancient  Church 
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of  England  met  for  the  last  time  in  solemn 
conclave,  and  with  united  voice  protested 
in  Convocation  against  the  destruction  of 
the  old  religion,  solemnly  affirming  the 
ancient  faith  of  Christendom  in  the  doc¬ 
trine  of  transubstantiation  and  the 
supremacy  of  the  Holy  See,  declaring 
that  to  the  Church  alone  it  belonged  to 
legislate  in  matters  of  faith. 

These  protests  were  of  course  disre¬ 
garded;  the  faithful  clergy  were  deprived 
of  their  benefices  and  driven  into  exile, 
and  the  Catholic  hierarchy  in  England 
perished,  for  the  most  part,  in  the  prisons 
of  Elizabeth.  Their  places  were  taken 
by  intruders  ordained  according  to  the 
new-fangled  rite  to  be  “  preachers  of  the 
word,”  and  not  sacrificing  priests.  To 
these  men  the  august  sacrifice  of  the  altar 
was  an  object  of  intense  hatred.  Their 
words,  and  still  more  their  acts,  remain 
to  prove  how  bitter  was  the  war  they 
waged  against  the  Mass.  A  tide  of 
sacrilege  and  profanity  flooded  the  whole 
land.  Everything  which  had  been  conse¬ 
crated  to  God’s  service  by  the  piety  of  our 
fathers  was  now  defaced  and  destroyed,  or 
turned  to  the  basest  uses.  The  churches 
were  stripped  so  bare  that  the  queen 
actually  had  to  ordain  that  the  ten 
commandments  should  be  painted  upon 
their  east  walls  to  show  that  they  were 
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Christian  temples.  The  holy  Rood  with 
Mary  and  John,  which  stood  at  the 
entrance  of  every  chancel,  raising  men’s 
hearts  to  the  Crucified,  was  tom  down  and 
burnt;  and  in  its  place  were  set  up  the 
royal  arms  with  a  lion  and  a  dog  as 
supporters. 

But  it  was  above  all  to  those  objects  that 
were  connected  with  holy  Mass  that  the 
greatest  contumely  was  shown.  There 
still  exist  at  Lincoln  the  returns  made  by 
the  churchwardens  of  an  archdeaconry  of 
that  diocese  showing  how  they  had  treated 
the  sacred  ornaments  entrusted  to  them. 
To  the  questions  of  Archdeacon  Aylmer 
(afterwards  Protestant  Bishop  of  London) 
they  protested  that  all  had  been  defaced. 
The  altar-stones  were  the  objects  of 
special  detestation.  They  had  been 
placed  as  a  rule  on  the  pavement  that  all 
might  trample  them  under  foot  (a  position 
in  which  they  may  still  be  seen  in  many 
churches),  or  in  other  parishes  had  been 
turned  to  still  baser  uses,  such  as  pigsties, 
hearth-stones,  sinks  or  bridges  for  cattle. 
The  sacred  vestments  had  been  cut  up 
into  gowns  for  the  parson’s  wife  and 
daughters,  or  used  as  bed-hangings  or 
horse-trappings.  The  very  corporals  on 
which  the  body  of  Christ  had  lain  were 
used  in  one  place  as  handkerchiefs,  in 
another  as  purses,  in  another  as  linen  for 
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an  infant.  The  pyx,  which  had  held  the 
Blessed  Sacrament,  was  used  as  a  salt¬ 
cellar,  a  money-box  or  a  child’s  plaything. 
The  holy  oils  were  profaned  to  grease 
cart-wheels,  the  sacring  bells  hung  at  the 
necks  of  cattle,  the  holy-water  vat  used 
for  milking,  the  stone  stoups  for  the 
troughs  of  swine.  The  Mass  books,  the 
processionals  and  “  all  such  paltry  of  the 
Pope’s  sinful  service  ”  were  torn  in  pieces 
and  sold  to  pedlars  “  to  lap  spice  in.” 

In  the  few  cases  where  some  sacred  ob¬ 
jects  had  remained  unprofaned  the  church¬ 
wardens  promised  that  on  their  return  they 
would  utterly  deface  them. 

It  must  not,  however,  be  supposed  that 
all  this  was  done  without  indignant 
protests  on  the  part  of  the  Catholics.  In 
places  where  the  faith  was  still  strong  we 
constantly  hear  of  the  sacred  ornaments 
having  been  “  stolen  ”  by  the  late  rector 
or  by  the  Catholic  people;  and  no  doubt 
in  many  cases  the  churchwardens  connived 
in  these  pious  thefts  and  thus  preserved 
these  holy  objects  for  the  private  use  of 
the  ejected  and  persecuted  clergy.  It  is 
touching  to  note  that  in  some  places 
Catholic  families  had  secured  the  con¬ 
secrated  altars  to  use  as  tombs,  desiring 
at  once  to  preserve  them  from  sacrilege  and 
to  lay  their  dead  beneath  the  stones  which 
had  been  hallowed  by  the  body  of  the  Lord. 
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Now  began  a  cruel  persecution  by  which 
those  who  still  remained  faithful  were 
pursued  with  every  ingenuity  of  cruelty. 
If  they  refused  to  attend  the  desecrated 
parish  churches  and  to  assist  at  the  new 
services  which  had  taken  the  place  of  the 
holy  Mass  so  dear  to  our  fathers,  services 
which  had  been  described  by  the  people  of 
Devon  as  “no  better  than  a  Christmas 
game,”  they  were  liable  to  heavy  fines 
which  impoverished  even  the  rich,  and 
speedily  brought  the  poor  to  fill  the  foetid 
dungeons  of  every  county-town.  If  they 
attempted  in  secret  to  assist  at  Mass, 
they  might  at  any  moment  be  surprised, 
seized  and  thrown  into  prison. 

It  was  hoped  by  the  queen  and  her 
government  that  as  the  old  clergy  died  out, 
the  faith  would  also  die  out  in  England, 
and  this  would  no  doubt  have  been  the 
case — for  without  priests  to  offer  the 
sacrifice  and  to  reconcile  the  people  to 
God,  the  faith  itself  cannot  long  flourish 
—had  it  not  been  for  the  great  man  whom 
God  in  his  mercy  chose  and  raised  up 
to  be  the  Moses  of  our  English  Church, 
William  Cardinal  Allen.  He  saw  that  the 
persecuted  Catholics  had  urgent  need  of 
priests  to  minister  to  them,  and  if  they  were 
not  provided,  the  cause  of  Christ’s  Church 
in  England  was  lost.  And  so  he  left  his 
old  University  of  Oxford  and  went  into 
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exile  for  the  faith,  and  at  Douai  and  at 
Rome  he  founded  famous  colleges,  in 
which  he  trained  young  men,  who  flocked 
to  him  from  Oxford  and  from  Cambridge 
and  from  every  part  of  England,  and  then 
when  they  were  ordained  priests,  he  sent 
them  back  to  their  country  to  labour  in 
the  Lord’s  vineyard  and  to  water  it,  if 
need  be,  with  their  life-blood. 

For  these  seminaries  quickly  became 
“  seedplots  of  martyrs.”  The  consterna¬ 
tion  that  was  caused  to  Elizabeth  and  her 
government  when  the  first  seminary 
priests  landed  in  the  country  was  indeed 
very  great.  The  persecutors  were  in 
despair;  they  saw  instinctively  that  if 
Allen’s  project  succeeded,  the  work  to 
which  they  had  set  their  hands  would 
never  be  accomplished.  And  so,  as  these 
young  priests,  full  of  apostolic  fervour, 
flocked  into  the  country,  the  persecution 
ever  grew  more  fierce,  until  in  1585  the 
ever-growing  structure  of  the  penal  laws 
was  crowned  by  new  statutes  of  almost 
incredible  ferocity.  Henceforth  any 
English  subject  who  had  received  holy 
orders  abroad,  and  who  dared  to  return 
to  England,  was  by  the  very  fact  declared 
guilty  of  high  treason,  and  exposed  to 
the  frightful  penalties  reserved  for  that 
offence.  Henceforth  it  was  only  necessary 
to  prove  that  a  man  was  a  Catholic  priest 
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to  condemn  him,  and  very  slight  sus¬ 
picions  were  often  taken  as  sufficient 
proofs.  To  be  found  with  a  breviary  or 
with  the  holy  oils  upon  him  exposed  a 
man  to  the  cruellest  and  most  ignominious 
of  deaths. 

And  so  began  the  long  procession  of  the 
martyrs  of  the  holy  Mass. 

“  The  Douay  Registers  regularly  record 
the  names  of  the  newly-ordained  priests; 
the  list  of  1581  gives  the  ordination  of 
forty- three  piiests.  Of  these  fifteen  are 
marked  with  the  letter  M,  as  subsequently 
martyred.  In  1583  the  martyrs  are  ten 
out  of  twenty-nine.  Next  year  they  are 
nine  out  of  thirty,  and  in  1585  ten  out  of 
twenty-four.  During  the  last  six  months 
of  a  single  year — 1588 — there  were  no  less 
than  thirty-three  martyrs,  twenty-two  of 
whom  were  priests.  Yet  the  stream  of 
missionaries  did  not  slacken.  The  report 
of  each  fresh  martyrdom  was  celebrated 
at  the  college  by  a  Mass  of  thanksgiving 
and  a  solemn  Te  Deum,  and  only  served 
to  stimulate  the  zeal  and  fervour  of  those 
who  were  longing  to  share  the  same 
labours  and  win  the  same  crown.” 

But  the  glories  of  martyrdom  were  by 
no  means  confined  to  priests;  the  same 
fierce  statutes  that  condemned  God’s 
ministers  struck  at  the  faithful  laymen 
and  women  who  received  them  into  their 
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Father  Gregory  Gunne  predicting  that  a  religious  house  will 
be  founded  at  Tyburn  in  honour  of  the  martyrs. 
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houses.  It  was  death  to  harbour  a  priest 
or  to  relieve  his  wants,  death  to  receive  his 
absolution,  death  to  assist  at  his  Mass. 
And  so  it  was  often  seen  that  on  the  great 
gibbet  of  Tyburn  there  were  hanging  side 
by  side  a  priest  who  had  offered  the 
sacrifice  and  a  layman  who  had  served  his 
Mass.  Nay,  indeed,  the  pious  lady  who 
had  furnished  the  altar  and  embroidered 
the  vestments,  here  also  paid  the  penalty 
with  her  life.  These  were  the  martyrs  of 
the  holy  Mass,  the  victims  that  were 
offered  on  the  altar  of  sacrifice  together 
with  the  spotless  victim  of  Calvary; 
these  were  they  who  came  through  great 
tribulation  and  washed  their  robes  and 
made  them  white  in  the  blood  of  the 
Lamb;  these  who  offered  their  oblations, 
the  flesh  and  the  blood  upon  the  altar  of 
the  Lord  their  God. 

What  though  the  astute  tyranny  of 
the  persecutor  sought  to  brand  them  as 
traitors  to  their  country  ?  Such  has  been 
the  policy  of  the  persecutors  of  all  time, 
from  those  who  cried  out  for  the  death  of 
the  King  of  Martyrs  on  the  plea  that  he 
stirred  up  the  people  and  was  a  traitor  to 
Caesar.  But  their  good  fame  has  been 
amply  vindicated  in  our  own  day  even 
by  the  mouths  of  those  who  are  the 
children  and  representatives  of  their 
persecutors.  An  Anglican  minister  has 
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publicly  declared  “  in  the  strongest  pos¬ 
sible  terms  that  the  word  martyr  must 
be  struck  out  of  our  vocabulary  unless  we 
are  prepared  to  extend  its  use  to  these 
sufferers.  They  suffered  death  for  their 
faith,"  he  adds,  “  though  the  statute  law 
thought  good  to  call  it  high  treason.  It 
would  have  been  almost  as  truthful,  accord¬ 
ing  to  the  usual  acceptation  of  the  term,  to 
style  their  offence  burglary  or  poaching." 

Nor  indeed  even  in  those  days  were 
men  deceived.  There  was  an  aged  saint 
who  lived  in  Rome  close  to  the  English 
College,  and  whenever  he  met  the  students 
in  the  street  he  would  salute  them  with 
deepest  respect,  crying:  “  Salvete  f lores 
martyrum  —  Hail  martyr-flowers.”  And 
before  they  left  for  England  these  young 
priests  were  wont  to  go  to  beg  the  blessing 
of  St  Philip,  and  it  was  noticed  that  those 
whom  he  lovingly  embraced  and  pressed  to 
his  burning  heart  all  gained  the  crown 
of  martyrdom. 

Before  we  part  to-day  let  me  tell  you  the 
story  of  one  of  these  martyrs  of  the  holy 
Mass.  It  will  help  you  better  to  realize 
what  manner  of  men  they  were,  and  what 
were  the  conflicts  they  engaged  in  and 
the  victories  they  won. 

Edmund  Gennings  was  born  at  Lichfield 
in  the  early  days  of  Queen  Elizabeth 
(1567).  He  was  brought  up  in  the  new 
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religion,  but  was  remarkable  from  his 
childhood  for  his  modesty,  docility  and 
piety.  He  won  the  heart  of  his  school¬ 
master  by  his  zeal  for  learning,  and  when  a 
gentleman  one  day  came  to  Lichfield  who 
wanted  a  boy  to  serve  him  as  a  page,  the 
master  declared  that  there  was  no  one  to 
be  compared  to  Edmund.  This  gentle¬ 
man  was  a  devout  Catholic,  the  uncle  of 
that  glorious  young  martyr,  Blessed 
Thomas  Sherwood.  He  took  Edmund 
with  him  to  London,  and  before  long  the 
boy  was  eager  to  be  instructed  in  his 
master’s  faith. 

He  soon  proved  his  fidelity  and  his  zeal, 
and  was  entrusted  by  his  master  with  very 
difficult  commissions  in  visiting  Catholic 
confessors  in  the  London  prisons.  But 
this  did  not  satisfy  Edmund’s  zeal,  and 
his  heart  burned  within  him  to  become  a 
priest  of  God,  to  devote  his  life  to  the 
conversion  of  his  country. 

And  so  he  found  his  way  to  Rheims, 
whither  Dr.  Allen  had  been  forced  to 
remove  his  students  from  Douai,  and 
there  he  obtained  his  desire.  He  ad¬ 
vanced  rapidly  in  his  studies,  but  above 
all  in  the  science  of  the  saints— the  love 
and  fear  of  God.  But  he  was  often  ill, 
and  at  last  fell  a  victim  to  the  scourge  of 
consumption.  The  physicians  declared 
that  his  only  chance  of  life  was  to  return 
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to  England,  to  breathe  his  native  air. 
This  grieved  him  sorely,  for  he  had  not  yet 
attained  the  goal  of  his  desires.  He  set 
out,  however,  in  obedience,  and  arrived 
at  Havre  de  Grace,  where,  however,  his 
earnest  prayers  obtained  for  him  a  com¬ 
plete  and  sudden  cure,  which  appeared 
miraculous  to  all  who  knew  him,  and  he 
was  able  to  return,  full  of  joy  and  gratitude, 
to  his  studies  at  college. 

His  longing  for  the  crown  of  martyrdom 
was  intense,  and  when  his  fellow-students 
talked  together  of  England  and  of  mar¬ 
tyrdom,  he  would  constantly  exclaim: 

V ivamus  in  spe !  Vivamus  in  spe ! 
— Let  us  live  in  hope  !” 

His  meditations  on  the  dignity  of  the 
priesthood  made  such  an  impression  on  his 
whole  being  that  it  produced  a  wonderful 
effect  on  his  very  body,  a  trembling  as  it 
were  of  palsy,  which  continued  with  him 
to  his  dying  day.  He  was  ordained  priest 
at  Soissons,  March  18, 1590.  He  was  soon 
sent  out  to  labour  in  the  Lord’s  vineyard. 
In  the  dead  of  night,  after  a  very  stormy 
passage,  he  and  a  companion  were  landed 
on  a  wild  and  desolate  part  of  the  York¬ 
shire  coast,  not  far  from  Whitby.  Here 
they  nearly  fell  at  once  into  the  hands 
of  the  enemy,  for  they  were  met  by  a 
pursuivant,  whose  importunate  curiosity 
it  was  very  hard  to  baffle. 
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However,  they  arrived  in  safety  at  a 
Catholic  house,  where  they  found  a  loving 
and  a  generous  welcome.  A  good  knight 
(Sir  Henry  Cholmley),  who  lived  near 
Whitby,  had  made  his  house  a  place  of 
refuge  for  priests.  They  “  came  there, 
for  the  most  part,  destitute  of  clothes 
and  money,  but  were  sent  away  from  this 
charitable  house  well  supplied  with  both, 
often  in  scarlet  and  satin,  with  their  men 
and  horses,  the  better  to  disguise  their 
profession.”  Here  Edmund  and  his 
companion  found  it  safest  to  separate, 
and  bade  farewell  to  each  other  with 
mutual  embraces  and  many  tears. 
They  were  never  to  meet  again  in  this 
world. 

Our  young  priest’s  heart  yearned  after 
his  family,  whom  he  had  left  entangled  in 
the  Anglican  heresy,  and  he  bent  his  steps 
forthwith  to  Lichfield,  in  the  hope  of 
bringing  them  back  to  the  Catholic  faith. 
But  he  found  to  his  sorrow  that  they  were 
all  dead,  except  one  young  brother,  John, 
who,  as  he  heard,  was  now  in  London. 
He  was  told  that  he  was  not  only  a 
Protestant,  but  that  he  was  leading  a 
wild  and  sinful  life.  He  longed  to  save  at 
least  this  wandering  sheep,  and  he  followed 
him  to  London  and  sought  for  him  day 
and  night,  but  without  success.  And 
ever  as  he  sought  for  him  he  prayed, 
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offering  his  life  to  God  for  the  conversion 
of  this  much-loved  brother. 

And  then  at  last,  as  he  walked  one  day 
in  St  Paul’s  Churchyard,  on  his  way  to  say 
Mass  at  a  Catholic  house,  he  suddenly  felt 
his  limbs  trembling  in  an  extraordinary 
manner,  and  his  body  bathed  in  a  cold 
sweat.  He  thought  that  perchance  it 
was  a  warning  of  danger;  but  looking 
round  to  see  if  he  were  pursued,  could  see 
no  one  but  a  young  man  in  a  brown  cloak, 
who  was  paying  no  attention  to  him. 

Another  day,  as  he  was  about  to  leave 
London,  in  despair  of  finding  his  brother, 
the  same  thing  happened  to  him  at  almost 
the  same  place.  He  saw  again  the  same 
young  man,  and  was  moved  to  stop  and 
speak  with  him. 

He  soon  discovered  that  it  was  indeed 
his  brother,  but  did  not  at  once  make 
himself  known.  “  Where  is  thy  brother 
Edmund  ?”  he  asked  him.  The  youth 
replied  that  he  had  become  a  Papist  and,  as 
he  heard,  a  priest;  that  he  was  abroad, 
and  if  he  ventured  to  come  back  he  would 
assuredly  be  hanged.  After  a  time  Father 
Edmund  ventured  to  disclose  himself  to  his 
brother,  but  he  could  make  no  impression 
on  his  heart,  for  the  young  man  was  wholly 
given  up  to  the  pleasures  and  vanities 
of  the  world.  After  many  conversations 
the  priest  had  the  pain  of  seeing  that  his 
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toil  was  fruitless,  and  he  determined  to 
leave  London.  But  though  he  knew  it 
not,  God  had  accepted  his  saciifice,  and 
in  him  the  old  truth  was  once  more  to 
be  made  manifest:  “  Except  a  com  of 
wheat  fall  into  the  earth  and  die,  it  abideth 
alone,  but  if  it  die,  it  bringeth  forth  much 
fruit.” 

A  day  or  two  before  he  was  to  leave 
London,  Edmund  met  a  brother  priest  in 
Holbom,  and  they  agreed  to  say  their 
Matins  togethei  and  to  say  Mass  the  fol¬ 
lowing  morning  at  the  house  of  Mr.  Swithun 
Wells,  a  devout  Catholic  who  lived  in 
Gray’s  Inn  Fields. 

It  was  the  Octave  of  All  S?ints,  and  as 
Father  Gennings  was  offering  the  adorable 
sacrifice  in  an  upper  room  a  violent  knock¬ 
ing  was  heard  at  the  house  doors,  and  the 
infamous  Topcliffe,  most  notorious  of 
priest-catchers,  burst  into  the  house  at 
the  head  of  a  troop  of  pursuivants.  The 
gentlemen  who  were  present  stood  at  the 
door  of  the  oratory  with  their  drawn 
swords,  and  when  Topcliffe,  raging  like  a 
lion,  sought  to  burst  through  them,  one 
of  them  hurled  him  downstairs.  They 
told  him  if  he  would  wait  till  the  saciifice 
was  completed  they  would  yield  themselves 
up  to  him  without  resistance;  but  they 
would  give  their  lives  rather  than  allow 
the  adorable  mysteries  to  be  profaned. 
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And  so  they  knelt  with  drawn  swords 
until  the  awful  rite  was  finished,  and 
then  yielded  themselves  up  like  lambs  to 
the  slaughter.  The  holy  priest  was  tom 
from  the  altar  still  clad  in  his  sacred  vest¬ 
ments,  and  thus  led  through  the  streets 
at  the  head  of  the  little  procession  of 
prisoners,  followed  by  a  mocking  crowd, 
who  hurled  stones  and  mud  at  them.  They 
were  of  course  all  condemned  to  die,  in¬ 
cluding  their  host,  who  had  not  been  at 
home  at  the  time  of  the  occurrence  but 
had  been  arrested  subsequently. 

When  Swithun  Wells  came  home  to  find 
his  house  in  possession  of  the  pursuivants 
and  his  family  in  prison  he  went  to  the 
judge  to  ask  what  it  all  meant.  The  judge 
said  to  him:  “  I  suppose  you  went  away 
because  you  did  not  approve  of  all  this  ?” 
“  Oh,  no,  indeed,”  replied  the  martyr. 
“  I  give  thanks  to  God  that  my  house  was 
so  highly  honoured  by  having  so  divine  a 
sacrifice  offered  therein,  and  I  only  wish 
that  I  had  been  present.”  “  Well,”  said 
the  judge  to  him,  “  if  you  were  not  present 
at  the  feast,  you  shall  taste  of  the  sauce,” 
and  he  was  joined  to  the  blessed  company 
of  the  martyrs.  They  might  all  have 
saved  their  lives  by  consenting  to  attend 
the  Protestant  service,  but  this  they 
steadily  refused  to  do.  Father  Edmund’s 
constancy  so  enraged  the  judges  that  they 
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had  him  thrust  into  a  dark  hole  within  the 
prison.  Here  he  remained  absorbed  in 
prayer,  without  any  food  for  five  days. 
The  day  of  martyrdom  was  Friday, 
December  io.  When  drawn  to  the  place 
of  execution,  which  was  opposite  the  house 
where  the  Mass  had  been  celebrated,  the 
holy  priest  saluted  the  gibbet  in  the  words 
of  St  Andrew:  "  O  good  cross,  long  desired 
and  now  prepared  for  me,  much  has 
my  heart  desired  thee,  and  now  joyful  and 
secure  I  come  to  thee.  Receive  me,  I 
beseech  thee,  as  a  disciple  of  him  who 
suffered  on  the  cross.” 

When  urged  by  Topcliffe  to  confess  his 
treason,  he  cried  aloud:  “  If  to  return  into 
England  a  priest  or  to  say  Mass  be  popish 
treason,  I  acknowledge  myself  guilty  of 
these  things,  not  with  sorrow,  but  with  joy ; 
and  if  they  were  to  do  again,  I  would  by 
God’s  permission  and  assistance  accom¬ 
plish  the  same  at  the  hazard  of  a  thousand 
lives.”  This  made  Topcliffe  so  angry  that 
he  had  the  rope  cut  immediately,  and  the 
martyr  fell  scarcely  stunned  and  stood  with 
eyes  raised  to  heaven  till  the  hangman 
began  the  work  of  butchery.  As  he  cried 
out  in  his  pain,  old  Mr.  Wells,  who  stood 
by  waiting  for  his  turn,  exclaimed:  “  Alas  ! 
sweet  soul,  thy  pain  is  great  indeed,  but 
almost  past.  Pray  for  me  now,  most  holy 
saint,  that  mine  may  come.”  And  when 
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his  heart  was  already  in  the  hangman’s 
hand,  the  martyr  was  distinctly  heard  to 
whisper:  “  Holy  Gregory,  pray  for  me.” 
At  this  the  hangman  cried  out  with  an 
oath:  “See  the  vile  papist:  his  heart  is 
in  my  hand,  and  yet  Gregory  is  in  his 
mouth.”  And  indeed  there  was  never 
perhaps  a  testimony  more  striking  and 
more  touching  to  the  traditional  love 
which  England  bore  to  her  Pope-Apostle 
than  this  last  cry  of  the  dying  priest  who 
was  giving  his  life  for  the  holy  Mass. 

And  thus  this  young  man — he  was  but 
twenty-four  years  old — offered  to  God  the 
supreme  sacrifice  of  love,  and  went  to  join 
the  company  of  his  saints. 

And  now  mark  how  the  God  of  love 
accepted  the  sacrifice  of  his  servant. 

The  young  brother,  far  from  bewailing 
the  martyr’s  cruel  death,  rather  rejoiced  in 
it,  as  it  rid  him  of  his  pious  importunities. 
But  about  ten  days  after  the  martyrdom, 
he  went  home  one  night,  after  a  day  spent 
in  riotous  pleasure,  and  going  to  his  room, 
fell  into  a  fit  of  deep  melancholy.  The 
contrast  between  his  brother’s  holy  life 
and  death  and  his  own  loose  way  of  living 
came  home  to  him  as  it  had  never  done 
before,  and  he  felt  his  heart  pierced  with 
grief  and  remorse. 

And  then  he  saw  his  brother’s  form, 
glorified  and  beautiful  beyond  expression, 
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and  radiant  with  celestial  light,  and  at 
this  vision  he  fell  on  his  knees  and  began  to 
weep  and  pray  for  God’s  assistance.  And 
then,  of  a  sudden,  his  soul  was  illuminated, 
and  he  saw  the  truth.  Nor  did  he  rise 
before  he  had  made  a  vow  to  forsake 
kindred  and  country  to  embrace  the  faith 
for  which  his  brother  died;  and  this  vow 
he  made  haste  to  fulfil. 

“  The  blood  of  the  martyrs  is  the  seed  of 
the  Church.”  This  wild  young  man  be¬ 
came  a  Catholic,  a  priest,  and  a  religious; 
and  as  Father  John  Gennings  he  restored 
the  English  Province  of  the  Franciscan 
Order,  and  thus  became  the  spiritual  father 
of  many  martyrs.  Such  is  the  simple  story 
of  one  of  these  martyrs  of  the  holy  Mass. 
Shall  we  not  love  that  sacrifice  for  which 
men  like  this  so  gladly  gave  their  lives  ? 

We  read  of  our  persecuted  forefathers 
that  nothing  was  so  dear  to  them  as 
this  adorable  sacrifice.  When  the  Jesuit 
Father  Persons  went  over  to  England  in 
1580  he  was  astonished  at  the  fervour  of 
the  people.  “  It  fills  me  with  amazement,” 
he  wrote,  “  when  I  behold  and  reflect  upon 
the  devotion  which  Catholics  in  England 
show  by  their  gestures  and  behaviour  at 
Mass;  for  they  are  overpowered  by  such 
a  sense  of  awe  and  reverence  that  when 
they  hear  the  name  of  the  Pope  pronounced 
in  the  Office  they  beat  their  breasts,  and 
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when  the  Lord’s  body  is  elevated  they 
weep  so  abundantly  as  to  draw  tears  even 
from  my  dry  and  parched  eyes.”  Indeed 
the  Elizabethan  persecution  brought  about 
an  immense  increase  of  life  and  fervour 
among  the  Catholics  of  the  realm.  Devo¬ 
tion  to  the  vicar  of  Christ,  that  unfailing 
test  of  a  true  Catholic  spirit,  had  taken  the 
place  of  the  old  indifference,  and  the  holy 
sacrifice  of  the  Mass  had  become  the 
consolation  of  their  lives.  The  people 
would  entreat  the  priests,  who  came  at 
the  risk  of  their  lives  to  offer  the  holy 
sacrifice,  to  prolong  the  celebration  as 
much  as  possible  in  order  the  better  to 
satisfy  their  devotion;  and  they  would 
gladly  go  long  and  perilous  journeys  at 
night  and  on  foot  in  order  to  assist  at 
holy  Mass  in  some  ancient  manor-house  or 
secluded  cottage.  A  layman  who  spent 
three  years  in  England  in  the  very  height 
of  the  persecution  tells  us  that  during  the 
whole  time  never  a  day  passed  that  he 
had  not  the  consolation  of  hearing  Mass, 
and  that  on  Sundays  three  or  four  Masses 
would  be  offered  in  the  same  house.  When 
we  remember  the  constant  dangers  which 
beset  both  celebrant  and  assistants  we  can 
realize  how  great  was  the  devotion  which 
braved  these  perils. 

We,  my  brethren,  who  are  the  children 
of  the  martyrs,  have  the  treasure  of  the 
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holy  Mass  constantly  at  our  disposal;  we 
have  to  run  no  risks,  to  fear  no  dangers,  in 
assisting  at  these  adorable  mysteries  day 
by  day.  Are  we  thankful  enough  for  the 
grace  thus  lavishly  bestowed  upon  us  ? 
Do  we  use  the  Mass  as  we  should:  eagerly, 
thankfully,  gratefully  ?  Surely  we  should 
never  allow  a  day  to  pass  in  which  by  our 
own  fault  we  have  not  assisted  at  this 
divine  sacrifice  !  Rather  let  us  cherish  it 
as  our  most  inestimable  privilege,  rejoicing 
if  we  are  able  frequently  to  assist  at  the 
sacrifice,  doing  all  in  our  power  to  increase 
these  opportunities  both  for  ourselves  and 
for  others.  Let  us  never  allow  sloth  or 
worldly  cares  to  rob  us  of  our  daily  Mass  ! 
Nay,  let  us  love  the  altar  of  God,  counting 
it  our  glory  to  add  to  its  material  beauty, 
spending  and  being  spent  in  the  service 
of  the  sanctuary.  Happy  indeed  are  we 
if  we  are  able  to  make  sacrifices  for  the 
adornment  of  God’s  altar,  happier  still 
if  we  are  allowed  to  give  to  God  a  priest 
who  may  offer  day  by  day  this  adorable 
sacrifice. 

Those  of  you  to  whom  God  has  given 
sons,  pray  that  you  may  be  counted  worthy 
to  give  them  back  to  him  as  priests.  And 
those  who  have  not  this  blessing  may  at 
least  by  their  generous  alms  help  to  train 
for  the  altar  some  poor  lad  to  whom  our 
divine  Lord  has  given  the  immense  grace 
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of  a  sacerdotal  vocation.  Oh,  how  happy 
are  those  who  are  thus  enabled  to  multiply 
the  offering  of  the  holy  sacrifice;  great  will 
be  their  blessings  here  on  earth,  and  greater 
yet  their  eternal  reward  in  heaven. 

And  finally,  my  brethren,  let  us  entreat 
the  mercy  of  God,  that  the  adorable  sacri¬ 
fice  of  the  altar  may  be  restored  to  every 
ancient  cathedral  and  parish  church 
throughout  the  land.  They  were  raised, 
these  glorious  temples,  by  the  piety  of 
our  fathers  for  the  celebration  of  these 
divine  mysteries.  They  now  stand  deso¬ 
late,  profaned  to  alien  and  heretic  uses. 
Ah,  if  we  might  live  to  see  holy  Mass  sung 
once  more  in  Canterbury  or  Durham  or 
Gloucester,  surely  then  would  we  gladly 
sing  our  Nunc  Dimittis  ! 

“  But  they  have  violated  God’s  holy 
places,  they  have  defiled  his  sanctuaries,” 
and — terrible  thought — “  he  was  profaned 
in  the  midst  of  them.”  Let  us  pray  and  do 
penance  and  entreat  the  aid  of  our  martyrs, 
that  God  would  in  his  mercy  rebuild  the 
fallen  altars  and  make  glad  the  desolate 
places. 

“  Our  fathers  have  sinned  and  done  evil 
in  the  sight  of  the  Lord  God,  forsaking 
him;  they  have  turned  away  their  faces 
from  the  tabernacle  of  the  Lord,  and 
turned  their  backs.  They  have  put  out 
their  lamps,  and  have  not  burnt  incense, 
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nor  offered  holocaust  in  the  sanctuary 
.  .  .  and  they  endeavour  to  cast  us  out  of 
the  possession  which  thou  hast  delivered 
to  us  ”  (2  Par.  xxix  20). 

But  surely  God,  for  his  martyrs’  sake, 
"  hath  not  forsaken  us,  but  hath  extended 
his  mercy  upon  us  to  give  us  life,  and  to 
set  up  the  house  of  our  God,  and  to  rebuild 
the  desolations  thereof  ”  (1  Esdras  ix). 
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IV 

The  Martyrs,  the  Glory  of  England 

Wednesday  (morning),  May  4, 1904 

“  Let  us  now  praise  men  of  renown  and  our 
fathers  in  their  generation.  Rich  men  in  virtue, 
living  at  peace  in  their  houses,  men  of  mercy 
whose  godly  deeds  have  not  failed;  good  things 
continue  with  their  seed,  their  posterity  are  a 
holy  inheritance,  and  their  seed  hath  stood  in  the 
covenants. 

“  And  their  children  for  their  sakes  remain  for 
ever:  their  seed  and  their  glory  shall  not  be  for¬ 
saken.  Their  bodies  are  buried  in  peace,  and 
their  name  liveth  unto  generation  and  generation. 
Let  the  people  show  forth  their  wisdom  and  let 
the  Church  declare  their  praise.” — Ecclus.  xliv. 

Love  for  our  native  country  is  implanted 
in  our  breasts  by  God;  it  grows  with  our 
growth  as  naturally  as  does  our  love  for 
the  parents  from  whom  we  derive  our  life. 
Patriotism  is  a  natural  virtue,  and  a  man 
who  has  no  love  for  the  land  that  gave  him 
birth  and  nurtured  him  would  be  a  monster 
only  to  be  compared  with  those  evil  men 
whom  the  Apostle  describes  as  “  without 
natural  affection.” 

And  as  we  love  our  country,  so  we  rejoice 
in  its  glory  and  sorrow  in  its  misfortunes. 
Its  very  name  brings  a  light  to  our  eyes 
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and  a  glow  to  our  cheeks.  When  we  are 
absent  from  it  for  a  time,  we  return  to  its 
shores  with  delight;  it  gladdens  our  ears 
to  hear  once  more  the  familiar  tongue  which 
we  learned  unconsciously  at  our  mother's 
knee,  and  we  feel  that,  though  other  lands 
have  their  advantages,  yet  for  us  there  is 
no  place  like  home.  And  who  can  describe 
the  yearning  love  that  fills  the  exile’s 
heart  for  the  dear  shores  of  his  native 
land  ?  It  echoes  like  a  refrain  through 
his  words  and  thoughts  and  sighs;  the 
longer  he  lives  away  from  it  the  deeper 
does  its  dear  name  print  its  impress  on  his 
heart,  the  more  fervent  grow  the  prayers 
for  its  prosperity  and  peace,  and  more 
intense  the  longing  to  see  its  shores  once 
more. 

My  sisters,  forgive  me  if  I  have  touched 
a  painful  chord.  Some  of  you  know  well 
the  love  and  longing  of  the  exile’s  heart, 
and  yet  to  the  religious  there  is  no  such 
thing  as  exile,  for  Jesus  only  is  the  portion 
of  his  inheritance  and  his  lot.  Still, 
though  we  know  this  well,  we  cannot 
but  love  most  deeply  the  land  that  gave 

us  birth.  .  . 

And  we  Englishmen,  my  brethren,  rejoice 
in  our  native  land:  this  England  of  ours, 
so  fair  and  free,  so  great  and  glorious,  so 
strong,  so  beautiful;  how  should  we  not 
love  it  ?  And  with  our  love  is  mingled 
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pride  in  its  glories  and  sorrows  in  its 
loss. 

We  are  Catholics  first  of  all,  for  we 
belong  to  Christ  and  then  to  our  native 
land.  God  forbid  that  we  should  be  among 
those  who  boast  that  they  are  Englishmen 
first  and  Christians  next !  No,  we  are 
Christ’s;  we  belong,  and  it  is  our  greatest 
glory  to  belong,  to  the  great  family  of 
Christ’s  holy  Church,  Catholic,  Apostolic 
and  Roman.  This  Church  is  as  wide  as 
the  love  of  Christ;  she  knows  no  human 
barriers,  no  geographical  limits,  no  boun¬ 
daries  of  continent  or  sea;  she  embraces 
the  human  race,  the  children  of  our  father 
Adam,  and  rising  above  the  earth  even 
to  the  very  throne  of  God  in  heaven  claims 
as  her  own  the  star-crowned  Queen  of 
Saints  and  all  her  blessed  subjects,  yes, 
and  the  suffering  holy  souls  who  yet  sigh 
in  the  dim  penitential  realm  of  purgatory. 
And  therefore,  being  children  of  the 
Catholic  Church,  our  natural  patriotism 
for  our  native  land  is  raised  to  a  higher 
level,  is  supernaturalized,  so  to  speak,  is 
transformed  in  the  light  of  faith. 

We  look  upon  this  England  of  ours, 

This  royal  throne  of  kings,  this  sceptred  isle. 

This  earth  of  majesty,  this  seat  of  Mars, 

This  other  Eden,  demi-paradise  .  .  . 

This  precious  stone,  set  in  the  silver  sea  ... 

This  land  of  such  dear  souls,  this  dear,  dear 
land, 
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not  with  less  love  than  do  our  fellow- 
countrymen,  but  with  a  different  kind  of 
love,  with  a  deeper,  higher,  truer  love, 
with  a  love  that  is  as  distinct  from  the 
foolish  noisy  chauvinism  of  the  street  and 
the  music-hall  as  was  the  love  of  a  St 
Monica  or  a  St  Felicitas  for  her  children 
from  the  mere  animal  instinct  of  a  tigress 
for  her  whelps. 

We  look  at  our  dear  country  with 
mingled  joy  and  sorrow.  We  see  her 
great  and  glorious,  feared  and  envied  by 
other  nations,  rich  and  prosperous  and 
powerful,  but  this  gives  us  little  joy.  For 
with  the  light  that  faith  bestows  we  see 
how  vain  and  transitory  is  all  this  glory; 
we  see  that  it  is  not  for  a  moment  to  be 
compared  to  the  glory  that  is  alone  of 
value  in  the  sight  of  God  and  his  holy 
angels,  the  glory  that  the  world  despises 
and  condemns,  of  a  country  united  in 
the  one  true  faith,  loyal  to  Christ  and  his 
vicar,  a  garden  of  saints  and  a  home  of 
virtue  and  peace.  When  we  weigh  the 
glories  of  England  in  the  balance  of  the 
sanctuary,  we  are  forced  to  confess  that 
those  things  which  dazzled  our  eyes  and 
attracted  our  admiration  at  first  are 
indeed  as  nothing  compared  with  the 
blessings  of  the  faith  and  the  glory  of 
Christian  unity.  We  learn  to  see  that  if 
the  humiliation  of  our  dearest  country 
79 


THE  ENGLISH  MARTYRS 


before  her  foes  and  her  fall  from  her  proud 
place  among  the  nations  were  a  necessary 
condition  of  her  return  to  the  fold  of  Christ, 
we  ought  not  for  a  moment  to  hesitate 
as  to  which  we  should  desire  and  pray  for. 
Do  not  misunderstand  me.  Every  true 
patriotic  heart  must  instinctively  cry  a 
“  God  forbid  ”  at  the  thought  of  such  a 
choice  being  necessary;  still,  I  repeat,  were 
it  really  to  prove  true  that  England’s 
return  to  the  unity  of  Christendom  should 
depend,  in  the  mysterious  counsels  of  God, 
on  her  humiliation  in  worldly  glory,  we 
ought  not  to  shrink  from  the  condition, 
deeply  though  it  would  pierce  our  hearts, 
or  desire  her  worldly  prosperity  at  the 
cost  of  the  salvation  of  her  sons. 

Some  cruel  dilemma  of  this  kind  was 
actually  put  before  our  blessed  martyrs  in 
the  sixteenth  century.  On  the  one  hand 
they  saw  their  sovereign  going  on  his  head¬ 
long  way  and  dragging  the  nation  after  him 
into  schism  and  heresy.  On  the  other 
hand  they  fixed  their  eyes  on  the  Catholic 
sovereigns  of  Europe,  and  asked  themselves 
if  it  were  not  better  that  their  country 
should  be  invaded  by  foreigners,  and  this 
cruel  tyranny  of  the  persecutor  be  put  a 
stop  to,  and  England  preserved  or  restored 
to  the  unity  of  the  Church.  As  a  matter 
of  fact,  we  know  that  they  never  had 
actually  the  practical  choice  presented  to 
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them  but  once.  But  long  years  before 
the  Spanish  Armada  invaded  our  coasts. 
Blessed  John  Fisher  had  urged  the  emperor, 
through  his  ambassador,  to  use  force, 
since  all  other  means  had  failed,  to  stop 
the  intolerable  tyranny  of  Henry  VIII. 
Who  shall  dare  to  blame  the  holy  prelate  ? 
Who  question  the  purity  of  his  patriotism  ? 
Who  loved  our  England  more  passionately 
than  he  did  ?  Nay,  it  was  because  he  loved 
her  so  deeply  that  he  felt  anything  would 
be  tolerable  rather  than  to  see  her  dragged 
into  the  abyss  of  heresy  and  cut  off  from 
the  communion  of  Christ’s  Church. 

In  the  time  of  the  Armada  circumstances 
had  changed.  The  evil  was  done,  and  it 
was  very  doubtful  if  force  would  provide 
any  remedy.  The  Catholics  of  England  too 
had  good  reason  to  doubt  the  purity  of  the 
motives  of  the  monarch  who  invaded  their 
shores  with  the  avowed  object  of  restoring 
the  Catholic  faith  in  their  midst.  They 
felt  on  the  one  hand  that  the  experiment 
of  conversion  by  force  had  already  been 
tried  when  Philip  of  Spain  ruled  over 
England,  and  had  signally  failed,  and  on 
the  other,  that  here  there  was  much 
un  avowed  secular  ambition  masked  under 
the  fair  cloak  of  zeal  for  the  Church  of 
Christ.  They  therefore  rallied  round  their 
Protestant  queen  in  the  hour  of  danger; 
and  again  who  shall  blame  their  choice  ? 
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Indeed,  the  loyalty  of  our  persecuted 
forefathers  has  ever  been  one  of  the  most 
astonishing  phenomena  of  English  history. 
How  were  they  rewarded  for  their  patriotic 
services  and  their  patriotic  sacrifices  under 
the  Armada  ?  Alas  !  By  a  still  fiercer 
persecution  than  that  under  which  they 
had  already  groaned.  In  the  last  six 
months  of  the  Armada  year  (1588)  no  less 
than  thirty- two  martyrs  suffered,  and  the 
land  was  deluged  with  their  blood.  Among 
these  heroic  and  innocent  victims  twenty- 
one  were  priests,  ten  laymen,  and  one  was 
a  heroic  lady,  who  gladly  gave  her  life  for 
having  rescued  a  priest  from  the  clutches 
of  the  persecutors. 

If  we  love  our  country,  then,  we  shall 
estimate  her  glories  in  the  balance  of  the 
sanctuary.  And  then  indeed  we  shall  see 
and  understand  that  it  is  not  her  mighty 
and  unvanquished  navy,  not  her  far- 
spreading  and  fruitful  dominions,  not  the 
splendour  of  her  rule  nor  the  wisdom  of 
her  constitution,  not  these  nor  any  other 
worldly  advantage,  that  make  her  glorious 
in  the  eyes  of  God,  but  that  the  true  glory 
of  England  is  the  blessed  saints  whom  she 
has  nurtured  in  her  bosom,  those  innocent, 
meek  and  humble  souls  whose  name  the 
world  hardly  knows ;  those  saintly  bishops, 
those  royal  virgins,  those  countless  monks 
and  nuns,  and  above  all  that  white-robed 
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army  of  martyrs  who  have  poured  out 
their  blood  like  water  for  the  name  of 
Christ  and  the  cause  of  his  Church. 

Yes,  my  brethren,  the  land  is  dyed  in 
blood  !  In  the  eyes  of  the  blessed  angels 
it  must  glow  crimson  of  hue  like  a  blood- 
red  rose  upon  the  heart  of  God  !  From 
north  to  south,  from  east  to  west,  from 
Newcastle  to  Launceston,  from  Norwich 
to  Anglesey  it  has  been  bathed  in  the  purest 
blood  that  ever  flowed  from  human  hearts. 
In  every  busy  market-town  the  drops  of 
that  blood  are  seen;  the  roads  and  lanes 
and  fields  are  bathed  in  it,  for  they  have 
been  trodden  down  by  many  a  martyr  s 
feet.  It  glows  in  the  hearts  of  our  English 
wild  flowers;  the  red  soil  of  Devon  speaks 
eloquently  of  it,  the  crumbling  walls  of 
our  abbey  ruins  and  of  many  an  ancient 
manor-house  are  tinged  with  it,  the 
streets  of  this  London  of  ours  are  blazoned 
with  its  hues.  This  sacred  spot  where 
we  stand,  unworthy  that  we  are  to  tread 
ground  so  holy,  is  dyed  deep  as  the  Saviour  s 
purple  robe,  and  all  around  us,  beneath 
the  soil,  pressed  daily  by  thousands  of 
hurrying,  unconscious  feet,  lie  the  sacred 
relics  of  the  blessed  martyrs  of  England 
whose  souls  are  in  the  hands  of  God. 

These  to  the  eyes  of  faith  are  the  true 
glory  of  our  land.  We  grieve  over  the 
apostasy  of  our  people,  over  the  self-willed 
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obstinacy  of  our  sovereigns  who  robbed 
the  country  of  its  faith,  and  desolated  the 
land  that  rejoiced  to  be  called  the  Dowry 
of  Mary.  But  there  is  comfort  amid  the 
pain,  and  the  greater  and  the  more  wide¬ 
spread  the  ruin,  the  purer  and  brighter 
the  glory  of  those  who  remained  faithful 
until  death. 

“  This  noble  band,”  says  the  papal 
beatification,  “  lacks  neither  fulness  of 
numbers  nor  grade  of  honour.  It  is 
adorned  with  the  splendour  of  the  Roman 
purple,  it  is  dignified  by  venerable  bishops, 
it  comprises  magnanimous  priests  both 
secular  and  regular;  the  invincible  firm¬ 
ness  of  the  weaker  sex  is  also  there.” 
Yes,  indeed,  in  the  day  of  trial  England 
was  not  sparing  of  her  best  and  purest 
blood.  Had  you  asked  the  tyrant  himself 
in  the  days  of  his  Catholic  fervour  who 
was  the  most  saintly  and  venerable 
bishop  of  his  dominions,  he  would  have 
replied  without  hesitation,  “  Fisher  of 
Rochester.”  Had  you  inquired  who  was 
the  most  eminent  layman,  he  would  have 
answered  that  of  all  the  glories  of  his  court 
none  was  so  brilliant,  none  so  illustrious, 
as  Thomas  More,  the  man  whom  he  most 
delighted  to  honour.  Had  you  asked 
who  was  the  most  saintly  woman,  the 
king  would  have  replied  (we  have  the 
assurance  of  her  son,  Cardinal  Pole,  for 
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it):  "Margaret,  Countess  of  Salisbury, 
is  she  whom  I  most  venerate  in  all  my 
realm.”  Had  you  gone  about  this  London, 
and  asked  in  which  of  the  numerous 
monasteries  there  dwelt  the  most  fervent 
religious,  you  would  have  been  directed 
as  by  one  voice  to  the  London  Charter- 
house.  Had  you  answered  that  you 
wanted  not  men  of  contemplation  alone, 
but  apostolic  preachers  and  enlightened 
directors,  the  first  passer-by  would  have 
said:  "  Go  to  the  Observant  Franciscans.” 
Had  you  wished  to  visit  one  of  the  glorious 
Benedictine  monasteries,  which  in  those 
happy  days  covered  the  face  of  the 
country,  and  hesitated  as  to  where  you 
would  find  the  most  edifying  observance, 
the  most  enlightened  learning,  the  most 
holy  examples,  you  would  doubtless  have 
been  guided  to  the  famous  Sanctuary  of 
Glastonbury,  and  to  its  abbot,  Dorn 
Richard  Whiting. 

Could  an  angel  have  opened  the  roll  of 
the  future  before  the  eyes  of  Henry  Tudor 
while  he  was  yet  young  and  let  him  read 
therein  that  he  was  destined  to  shed  the 
blood  of  all  these  servants  of  God,  solely 
for  their  loyalty  to  the  Apostolic  See, 
we  may  well  believe  that  he  would  have 
started  back  in  horror,  crying  like  Hazael 
the  Syrian:  “  Is  thy  servant  a  dog,  that 
he  should  do  this  thing  ?”  But  we  know 
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how  the  indulgence  of  one  fatal  passion 
brought  him  to  do  all  this,  and  more  than 
this.  Yes;  for  to-day  we  celebrate  with 
holy  Mass  and  hymns  of  thanksgiving 
the  memory  of  those  blessed  ones  who 
gave  their  lives  for  the  rights  of  the 
Apostolic  See  and  the  truth  of  the 
orthodox  faith. 

And  with  them  we  join  the  memory  of 
one-and-twenty  blessed  priests  and  four 
glorious  laymen  who  shed  their  blood  for 
the  same  sacred  cause  under  Elizabeth. 
There  are  many  more  indeed,  hundreds 
more,  whose  cause  was  the  same,  and 
whose  glory  in  heaven  is  no  doubt  the 
same,  but  whom  we  are  not  yet  permitted 
publicly  to  venerate  and  to  invoke. 

But  here  at  Tyburn,  on  this  fourth  of 
May,  let  us  thank  God  for  those  who  have 
poured  out  their  blood.  For  the  proto¬ 
martyrs,  who  upon  this  very  day  witnessed 
a  good  confession;  for  Edmund  Campion, 
once  the  pride  of  Oxford,  and  now  one  of 
the  brightest  stars  in  the  great  constella¬ 
tion  of  the  saints  of  the  company  of  Jesus; 
for  Alexander  Bryant,  that  youth  of 
angelic  face  and  seraphic  love;  for 
Thomas  Sherwood,  so  small  in  stature,  yet 
so  brave  of  heart;  for  Thomas  Cottam, 
of  the  tender  conscience  and  the  steadfast 
soul;  for  Ford  and  Johnson  and  Filby 
and  all  the  rest,  with  their  dear  familiar 
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English  names,  their  English  faces,  and 
their  English  hearts. 

Yes,  indeed,  these  are  the  true  glories 
of  our  England,  did  she  but  know  it ! 
Brethren,  we  offer  the  sacrifice  to-day 
on  the  spot  where  they  offered  their  own 
last  sacrifice,  that  their  glory  may  be  made 
known  in  the  land  and  that  the  children 
of  those  that  afflicted  them  may  come  to 
them  and  worship  the  ground  under  their 
feet. 

Tyburn’s  wrongs  are  long  forgiven,  unforgotten 
is  the  pain; 

Time  can  never  dim  the  traces  of  the  cruel  blood- 
red  stain; 

And  the  martyrs’  cry  for  vengeance  rises  up 
before  thy  throne, 

“  Save  the  land  we  love  so  well,  Lord;  claim  its 
children  for  thine  own.” 
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The  Martyrs,  our  Hope  for  the 
Conversion  of  England 

Wednesday,  May  4,  at  Benediction 

“  Converte  Domine  captivitatem  nostram 
sicut  torrens  in  Austro.  Qui  seminant  in 
lacrymis,  in  exultatione  metent.  Euntes  ibant 
et  flebant,  mittentes  semina  sua.  Venientes 
autem  venient  cum  exultatione,  portantes 
manipulos  suos. — Turn  again  our  captivity,  O 
Lord,  as  a  stream  in  the  south;  those  who  sow 
in  tears  shall  reap  in  joy.  Going  they  went  and 
wept,  casting  their  seeds.  But  coming  they  shall 
come  with  joyfulness  bearing  their  sheaves.”— 
Ps.  125. 

We  meet  to-day,  my  brethren,  upon  a 
great  anniversary:  the  day  which  com¬ 
memorates  the  martyrdom  of  those 
glorious  servants  of  God  who  were  drawn 
to  this  place  along  the  Oxford  Road  from 
Newgate  and  from  the  Tower,  drawn  on 
hurdles  beyond  the  gates  of  the  city,  to 
this  Calvary  of  England’s  Church,  that 
they  might  give  the  supreme  witness  of 
love  to  England’s  ancient  faith. 

It  was  on  this  day  that  the  proto¬ 
martyrs  of  Tyburn  began  the  long  pro¬ 
cession  which  makes  these  crowded  streets 
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to  the  eye  of  faith  a  veritable  Via  dolorosa. 
For  150  years  that  procession  went  on 
which  was  headed  to-day  by  the  white- 
robed  monks  of  the  Charterhouse,  and  had 
its  climax,  as  was  fitting,  in  the  stately 
form  of  a  great  Christian  bishop.  As  in 
our  ecclesiastical  processions  the  religious 
come  first,  then  follow  the  secular  clergy, 
and  at  the  end  the  pontiff ;  so  in  this  great 
procession  of  the  Tyburn  martyrs.  It 
was  a  procession  like  that  which  inaugur¬ 
ates  some  stately  function,  some  pontifical 
High  Mass  in  one  of  the  great  cathedrals 
of  Christendom.  But  here  the  procession 
is  still  more  wondrous,  still  more  sublime; 
for  each  figure  that  takes  part  in  it  is 
himself  about  to  offer  the  sacrifice,  is 
himself  both  victim  and  priest.  And  so 
they  pass  before  us  in  triumphal  array 
with  songs  of  victory  on  their  lips  and  the 
light  of  heaven  in  their  eyes.  They  pass, 
the  humble  sons  of  Benedict,  Bruno, 
Francis  and  Ignatius,  who  have  left  their 
cloisters  to  swell  the  long-drawn  ranks; 
they  pass,  those  bright  young  forms  from 
Douai,  Rome  and  Valladolid,  the  messen¬ 
gers  who  came  to  bring  us  the  Gospel  of 
peace,  with  their  angelic  faces  and  their 
joyous  hymns.  They  pass,  those  young 
brave  laymen,  who  bear  England’s 
proudest  names,  but  who  held  it  greater 
glory  to  share  the  shame  of  the  cross  with 
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their  fathers  in  the  faith.  They  pass, 
those  heroic  women  who  ministered  to 
God’s  servants  as  did  the  sisters  of 
Bethania  to  their  divine  Master,  and  who 
in  recompense  of  their  devotion  have 
obtained  that  great  reward  for  which  they 
prayed.  Lastly,  in  his  purple  robes 
passes  the  white-haired  pontiff,  the 
successor  of  St  Patrick,  the  glory  of  two 
kingdoms,  blessing  as  he  goes.* 

They  bear  in  their  hands  the  palm  of 
victory;  their  heads  are  encircled  with  the 
aureole  of  martyrdom.  And  now  that 
they  stand  before  the  throne  of  heaven, 
what  is  the  prayer  which  springs  from  the 
lips  of  all;  what  is  the  strain  they  join  in 
raising  to  the  maityrs’  King  ?  “  In 

convertendo  Dominus  captivitatem  Sion; 
facti  sumus  sicut  consolati ;  tunc  repletum 
est  gaudio  os  nostrum,  et  lingua  nostra 
exsultatione. — When  the  Lord  turned  again 
the  captivity  of  Sion,  then  were  we  filled 
with  consolation.  .  .  ,  Turn  again  our 
captivity,  O  Lord,  as  a  stream  in  the 
south.  They  that  sow  in  tears  shall  surely 
reap  in  joy.  Lord,  we  have  gone  on  our 
way  weeping,  casting  good  seed;  oh, 
hasten  the  time  when  we  may  come  again 
with  joy,  bearing  our  sheaves  with  us  !” 

“  Jesus,  convert  England;  Jesus,  have 

*  The  Blessed  Oliver  Plunket,  Archbishop  of 
Armagh,  the  last  martyr  of  Tyburn. 
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mercy  on  this  country.”  The  dying 
prayer  of  one  of  the  martyrs  of  Tyburn 
was  in  truth  the  motive  power  of  the 
lives  of  all  of  them.  What  brought  them 
back  to  England  to  suffer  and  to  die  ? 
What  but  the  love  of  their  country,  or 
rather  the  love  of  Christ  ?  It  was  because 
they  loved  their  country  so  dearly  that  they 
longed  to  do  their  utmost  to  win  back 
some  of  her  erring  children  into  the  fold 
of  Peter.  It  was  because  they  loved 
Christ  so  truly  that  they  longed  to  satisfy 
this  thirst  for  souls. 

There  was  in  the  sixteenth  century  a 
nun  in  Spain  who  heard  the  sad  story  of 
the  fearful  ravages  which  heresy  was 
causing  in  Germany  and  France  and 
England — how  men  were  profaning  the 
sanctuaries  of  God  and  trampling  his 
sacraments  under  their  feet  and  leading 
away  the  ignorant  by  thousands  into 
soul-destroying  error.  And  as  she  listened 
her  heart  burnt  within  her  and  she  longed 
to  do  something  to  snatch  these  souls 
from  death.  She  seemed  to  see  them 
falling  into  hell  as  the  leaves  drift  from  the 
trees  in  autumn,  and  her  soul  was  pierced 
with  anguish  at  the  sight.  She  cried: 
“  Behold,  O  eternal  Father,  how  the 
souls  for  which  thy  Son  suffered  such 
grievous  torments  to  save  are  being 
lost !  How  can  you  endure  that  heretics 
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should  despise  those  holy  sacraments,  and 
demolish  the  churches  where  your  Son 
dwelt  ?  Has  he  not  abundantly  overpaid 
for  Adam’s  sin  ?  Suffer  not  this,  O  my 
Emperor !  May  your  Majesty  at  last  be 
appeased,  look  not  on  our  sins,  but  on  your 
most  holy  Son  who  redeemed  us,  and  on 
his  merits  and  those  of  his  glorious 
mother  and  on  so  many  saints  and 
martyrs  who  suffered  death  for  you. 

O  eternal  Father,  hear  one  who  would 
lose  a  thousand  honours  and  a  thousand 
lives  foi  you.  Not  for  our  sakes,  O  Lord, 
as  we  deserve  it  not,  but  for  the  blood  of 
your  Son  and  for  his  merits  have  pity  on 
the  souls  that  peiish;  Lord,  give  me 
souls,  give  me  souls  !” 

So  she  prayed ;  nor  was  she  contented 
with  prayer  alone.  She  grieved  that  she 
was  not  a  man  that  she  might  go  forth  and 
preach  to  the  souls  that  sit  in  darkness 
and  in  the  shadow  of  death;  she  longed 
to  shed  her  blood  for  them,  but  since  this 
could  not  be,  she  did  what  she  could. 
She  reformed  the  ancient  Order  to  which 
she  belonged,  restoring  it  to  its  primitive 
fervour,  and  founded  (though  without 
money  and  without  human  aid)  more  than 
thirty  monasteries  in  which  her  daughters 
might  pray  and  do  penance  until  the  end 
of  time  for  the  salvation  of  souls.  She 
used  to  say  to  them:  “What  does  it 
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matter  though  we  stay  in  purgatory  to  the 
day  of  judgement  if  but  one  soul  be  saved 
by  oui  prayers  ?” 

She  realized  the  value  of  a  soul,  that  its 
value  was  that  of  the  price  which  had  been 
paid  for  it,  the  value  of  the  precious  blood 
of  Jesus.  And  so  she  prayed  unceasingly 
and  offered  up  to  God  the  sweet  odour  of  a 
mortified  life  for  the  souls  of  men.  She 
used  to  say  that  if  our  Lord  had  said  to 
her  what  he  said  to  St  Thomas  Aquinas, 
“  What  reward  wilt  thou  have  of  me  ?” 
she  would  have  replied,  “  Da  mihi  animas 
—Lord,  give  me  souls.”  And  so  it  was  that 
when  St  Teresa  lay  down  to  die  at  Alba 
de  Tormes,  it  was  revealed  to  a  great 
servant  of  God  that  this  poor  nun  had 
converted  to  God  more  souls  than  even 
the  great  apostle  of  the  Indies,  St  Francis 
Xavier,  who  baptized  hundreds  of  thou¬ 
sands  with  his  own  hand. 

Such  is  the  power  of  prayer  and  sacrifice 
over  the  heart  of  God.  And  when  we  look 
at  our  martyrs,  who  beneath  the  altar  of 
God  in  heaven  continually  cry  out, 
“  O  Lord,  avenge  the  blood  of  thy 
servants  which  hath  been  shed,  who 
continually  offer  before  the  throne  the 
incense  of  their  supplication  and  the 
merits  of  their  blood,  surely  then  our 
hearts  are  filled  with  hope.  It  can  never 
be  that  such  prayer  should  not  be  heard, 
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never  be  that  such  pure  blood  should  have 
been  poured  out  in  vain !  Yes,  the 
martyrs  are  our  hope  for  the  conversion 
of  England. 

We  saw  yesterday  how  these  heroic  men 
threw  themselves  into  the  breach  and  led 
the  forlorn  hope  when  the  cause  of  God’s 
Church  in  England  seemed  lost  and 
hopeless.  We  saw  those  ardent  young 
men  flock  to  the  seminaries  in  Flanders, 
Spain  and  Italy  to  prepare  for  the  priestly 
office  and  the  martyr’s  palm.  And  to 
their  aid  there  came  eager  volunteers 
from  the  great  religious  Orders,  none 
of  which  were  willing  to  be  deprived  of 
a  share  in  an  enterprise  so  glorious  and  so 
sacred. 

First  of  the  ancient  Orders  came,  as 
was  their  right,  the  sons  of  St  Benedict, 
they  who  centuries  before  had  won  the 
glorious  title  of  England’s  apostles,  and 
by  an  unparalleled  series  of  bloodless 
victories  had  subdued  the  land  to  the 
sweet  yoke  of  Christ.  There  followed 
close  behind  them  the  sons  of  Francis, 
Dominic  and  Teresa,  bringing  to  the  work 
the  old  heroic  spirit  of  self-sacrificing 
love,  apostolic  zeal  and  fruitful  penance, 
which  had  transformed  the  face  of  Italy 
and  Spain,  and  given  martyrs  to  the 
Church  in  eastern  lands.  And  with  them 
were  conspicuous  the  sons  of  the  soldier- 
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saint  of  Loyola,  ever  to  the  front  where 
the  danger  is  greatest,  counting  their 
lives  as  worthless  for  the  love  of  souls. 
One  high  aim  fired  the  souls  of  all,  one 
prayer  was  ever  on  their  lips,  one  end 
ever  before  their  eyes — the  conversion 
of  England  to  the  Catholic  faith. 

And  here  again  I  will  tell  you  the  story 
of  one  of  them,  but  one  of  many,  yet 
typical  of  all. 

Henry  Heath  was  born  of  Protestant 
parents  at  Peterborough  in  the  last  year 
of  the  sixteenth  century.  He  became  a 
scholar  at  Corpus  Christi  College,  Cam¬ 
bridge,  and  was  remarkable  for  his  love 
of  study.  He  would  rise  at  two  in  the 
morning  in  order  to  get  to  his  books. 
His  piety  was  great,  and  though  he  was 
not  a  Catholic,  he  was  an  earnest  seeker 
after  truth.  After  taking  his  degree  he 
became  librarian  of  his  college,  and  thus 
the  custodian  of  the  splendid  collection  of 
manuscripts,  spoils  from  the  ancient 
monastic  libraries,  which  had  happily 
escaped  destruction,  and  were,  as  they 
still  are,  preserved  at  the  college.  His 
zeal  for  truth  led  him  to  a  close  examina¬ 
tion  of  the  religious  controversies  of  the 
day,  and  he  read  the  chief  writers  on  either 
side.  To  his  astonishment  he  discovered 
that  the  Anglican  controversialists  were 
dishonest  and  untrustworthy  in  their 
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quotations  from  the  Fathers,  and  on 
turning  to  these  he  found  that  they  knew 
nothing  of  the  doctrines  in  which  he  had 
been  reared.  By  means  of  his  patristic 
studies  his  eyes  were  opened  to  the  truth, 
and  his  soul  illumined  by  the  grace  of 
God.  The  treasure  that  he  had  found 
he  sought  to  share  with  others,  and  he 
made  known  to  the  little  band  of  college 
friends  who  had  gathered  round  him  his 
wonderful  discovery.  Four  of  them  be¬ 
came  Catholics,  and  subsequently  entered 
religion. 

He  soon  found  himself  in  danger  of 
arrest,  and  had  to  leave  the  University. 
Arrived  in  London,  he  sought  for  a  priest 
to  reconcile  him  to  God.  But  at  first  he 
only  met  with  rebuffs.  In  those  sad  days, 
when  spies  and  false  brethren  were  every¬ 
where  to  be  found,  Catholics  had  to  use 
the  greatest  circumspection  in  making 
known  to  strangers  the  retreats  where 
their  priests  were  hidden.  In  this  per¬ 
plexity  the  young  man  remembered  to 
have  read  how  Catholics  in  their  difficulties 
had  recourse  to  our  blessed  Lady,  and 
so  for  the  first  time  he  turned  to  the 
Mother  of  God  and  implored  her  aid,  pro¬ 
mising  that  he  would  in  return  dedicate 
himself  to  her  service.  Almost  immedi¬ 
ately  after  this  he  met  a  Catholic  gentle¬ 
man,  who  had  before  repulsed  him,  and 
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found  that  he  was  completely  changed. 
He  now  most  kindly  offered  to  take  him 
to  a  priest,  and  thus  the  young  convert 
made  his  confession  and  was  received  into 
the  Church. 

He  then  went  over  to  Douai,  and  studied 
for  a  while  in  the  famous  college  founded 
by  Cardinal  Allen.  There  he  found  that 
John  Gennings,  the  brother  of  the  martyr, 
whose  conversion  I  recounted  to  you  yes¬ 
terday,  had  lately  established  in  the  town 
a  convent  of  Franciscan  friars,  which  was 
to  be  the  nucleus  of  the  restored  English 
Province  of  the  Order.  Heath  was  pro¬ 
foundly  impressed  by  what  he  saw  of  the 
life  of  these  friars,  their  poverty,  penance 
and  apostolic  fervour,  and  he  soon  began 
to  desire  to  join  them.  This,  after  some 
delay  imposed  by  the  prudence  of  his 
confessor,  he  was  allowed  to  do,  and  Father 
Gennings  received  him  into  the  Order  of 
St  Francis,  under  the  name  of  Paul  of  St 
Magdalen.  He  soon  became  a  model  of 
religious  observance,  even  for  the  most 
perfect.  He  was  not  content  with  the 
austerities  of  the  rule,  but  stripped  himself 
of  the  barest  necessities  of  life.  He  fasted 
four  or  five  days  in  the  week  on  a  little 
dry  bread,  and  wore  continually  a  rough 
hair-shirt  and  an  iron  chain  beneath  his 
habit.  He  snatched  a  few  hours’  sleep 
on  the  bare  boards  of  his  cell,  but 
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frequently  spent  the  whole  night  in  prayer. 
Above  all,  he  was  a  pattern  of  obedience, 
gentleness  and  meekness.  In  time  he 
became  a  profound  and  brilliant  theo¬ 
logian,  and  for  many  years  taught  scho¬ 
lastic  theology  to  the  students  of  his 
Province.  But  his  zeal  for  perfection 
increased  step  by  step  with  his  learning. 
As  with  most  truly  mortified  interior  souls 
his  penance  was  rewarded  by  abundant 
consolations,  and  he  was  almost  constantly 
inundated  with  spiritual  joy.  He  has 
left  behind  him  a  precious  little  book  of 
spiritual  instructions,  which  has  been 
often  reprinted,  and  has  helped  many 
souls  to  make  good  progress  on  the  thorny 
paths  of  perfection. 

But  the  two  most  striking  characteristics 
of  this  favoured  soul  were  his  love  for  the 
blessed  Virgin  and  his  burning  thirst  for 
martyrdom. 

He  was  truly  a  child  of  Mary.  As  we 
have  seen,  he  owed  to  her  intercession 
his  reception  into  the  Catholic  Church. 
When  a  deadly  fever  raged  in  his  com¬ 
munity  at  Douai  he  obtained  his  own 
cure  and  that  of  his  brethren  from  her 
who  is  the  Comforter  of  the  afflicted  and 
the  Health  of  the  sick.  And  when  his 
heart  was  sore  for  his  aged  father, 
who  persisted  in  heresy,  he  recommended 
him  to  the  same  blessed  Mother,  and  lo ! 
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one  day  the  old  man  knocked  at  the 
convent  door.  He  had  come  over  of 
his  own  accord  from  England  to  seek 
admission  into  the  Catholic  fold,  and  he 
ended  his  days  in  peace  as  a  humble 
lay-brother  in  his  son’s  convent.  Father 
Heath  had  then  good  reason  for  his 
loving  confidence  in  this  help  of  Chris¬ 
tians;  and  so  when  the  crown  of  martyr¬ 
dom,  for  which  he  daily  sighed,  seemed  to 
be  for  ever  beyond  his  grasp,  it  was  to  the 
blessed  Queen  of  Martyrs  that  he  turned 
with  unfailing  trust,  and  as  we  shall  see, 
it  was  through  her  intervention  that  he 
obtained  his  desire. 

In  1641  he  received  the  news  that 
his  dearest  friend  and  brother-religious, 
Father  Coleman,  lay  in  Newgate  with 
six  companions  under  sentence  of  death. 
His  heart  was  at  once  inflamed  with  a 
vehement  desire  to  share  their  happiness. 
He  wrote  to  the  confessors  a  glowing  letter 
of  congratulation,  in  which  he  cried: 
"  Alas,  how  great  is  my  unhappiness  that 
I  am  not  permitted  to  come  to  you,  that 
I  might  be  partaker  of  your  chains,  and 
offer  myself  to  be  consumed  with  that 
ardent  desire  of  Jesus  Christ  which  in  your 
trials  has  made  you  so  constant  and 
victorious  over  human  fears !  .  .  .  O 
good  Jesus,  what  crime  am  I  guilty  of, 
that  I  am  not  to  be  allowed  to  join  your 
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company  ?  For  there  is  nothing  in  the 
world  that  I  desire  more,  nor  is  it  possible 
that  anything  can  satisfy  me  so  long  as 
I  am  separated  from  you.” 

Meanwhile  this  generous  heart  knew  no 
rest.  He  threw  himself  at  the  feet  of  his 
superiors,  imploring  them  to  allow  him  to 
go  to  England.  He  told  them  that  he  had 
lost  his  peace  of  mind,  that  he  could  not 
rest  at  night,  and  that  as  he  lay  awake  it 
seemed  to  him  continually  as  if  the  hang¬ 
man  were  putting  the  rope  round  his  neck. 
But  though  moved  at  his  fervour,  the 
superiors  did  not  see  their  way  to  granting 
his  prayer,  since  his  presence  was  greatly 
needed  at  Douai.  He  then  entreated  to 
be  allowed  to  make  a  pilgrimage  to  the 
famous  shrine  of  our  Lady  of  Montaigu, 
near  Louvain,  and  this  he  easily  obtained. 

He  was  confident  that  Mary  would 
obtain  for  him  this  much-desired  grace. 
He  addressed  her  in  burning  words:  “  If 
this  be  granted  me,”  he  prayed,  “  thou 
wilt  see  with  what  willingness  and  alacrity 
I  shall  give  my  bare  back  to  be  placed 
upon  burning  coals,  with  what  joy  I  shall 
drink  the  most  bitter  chalice,  with  what 
glad  and  eager  gaze  I  shall  look  on  that 
much-desired  knife,  even  while  it  trans¬ 
fixes  me:  that  knife  which  will  deliver 
me  from  this  wearisome  and  miserable 
prison,  and  introduce  me  to  the  longed- 
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for  presence  of  thy  dearest  Son,  Jesus, 
where,  in  company  with  thee,  I  shall  dwell 
for  ever.  Amen.  Quick,  quick,  quick  ! 

He  passed  the  night  before  the  miracu¬ 
lous  image,  where  so  many  suppliants 
have  knelt  and  have  obtained  what  they 
came  to  seek.  But  surely  none  ever  came 
with  such  a  prayer  as  this  !  And  he  was 
heard.  On  his  return  the  difficulties 
melted  away;  his  superiors  were  unable 
longer  to  resist  his  pleading,  and  he 
obtained  the  permission  he  sought. 

Father  Paul  appeared  transfigured  on 
receiving  their  answer;  heaven  h^d 
begun  already  in  his  soul.  He  spoke  with 
rapture  of  the  glory  of  the  martyrs,  as 
though  he  was  already  sharing  it,  and  his 
every  look,  word  and  act  betrayed  the 
intensity  of  his  interior  peace  and  joy. 

He  lost  no  time  in  setting  out,  going  in 
his  religious  habit,  barefoot  and  without 
money,  as  his  rule  prescribed.  At  Dun¬ 
kirk  he  had  his  friar’s  gown  made  into  a 
secular  dress,  and  he  obtained  from  the 
charity  of  a  stranger  his  passage  to  Dover. 
He  begged  his  way  to  London,  and  arrived 
there  poor  and  needy,  without  money  and 
destitute  of  all  help,  after  a  day  s  walk  of 
forty  miles.  He  lay  down  to  sleep  on  a 
door-step,  where  he  was  found  by  the 
master  of  the  house  and  given  into  cus¬ 
tody.  Some  Catholic  writings  were  found 
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on  him,  and  he  was  carried  off  to  prison. 
He  boldly  confessed  his  priesthood,  and 
said  that  he  had  come  to  England  to  save 
souls  from  the  servitude  of  the  devil,  and 
to  convert  them  from  heresy.  Sentence 
was  speedily  pronounced,  upon  which  he 
said:  “  I  give  thanks  to  this  honourable 
court  for  the  singular  favour  they  have 
done  me,  and  now  I  am  going  to  die  for 
Christ.” 

In  prison  he  was  confined  with  criminals, 
but  not  content  with  this  ignominy,  he 
asked  to  be  loaded  with  chains.  He  heard 
the  confessions  of  the  Catholics  who 
flocked  to  him,  and  administered  holy 
Communion  to  more  than  five  hundred  of 
the  faithful. 

From  his  dungeon  he  wrote  to  his 
superior:  “  What  other  thing  can  I  desire 
than  to  suffer  with  Christ,  to  be  reproached 
with  Christ,  to  die  a  thousand  deaths 
that  I  may  live  for  ever  with  Christ.  .  .  . 
Let  then  the  executioners  come;  let  them 
tear  my  body  in  pieces;  let  them  gnaw 
my  flesh  with  their  teeth ;  let  them  pierce 
me  through  and  through  and  grind  me 
to  dust.  For  I  know,  I  know  full  well, 
how  profitable  it  will  be  for  me  to  die  for 
Christ.”  These  wonderful  words  remind 
us  of  the  aged  St  Ignatius  of  Antioch, 
desiring  to  be  ground  to  dust  in  the  jaws 
of  the  lions. 
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When  the  longed-for  day  of  his  death 
came,  he  was  filled  with  an  inexpressible 
joy.  To  someone  who  wondered  at  this, 
he  beautifully  replied:  "  I  never  doubted 
that  my  most  merciful  God  would  grant  a 
special  sweetness  to  him  who  laid  down  his 
life  for  justice  and  the  defence  of  the  faith, 
but  I  could  not  possibly  have  conceived 
anything  so  excessive  as  the  joy  I  now 
experience,  which  so  overwhelms  and  melts 
my  soul  that  I  can  scarcely  bear  it.” 

And  so  he  was  drawn  to  Tyburn,  reciting 
the  Nunc  Dimittis  on  the  way  and  devoutly 
invoking  the  holy  name  of  Jesus.  With 
the  rope  round  his  neck  he  recited  the 
hymn,  Martyr  Dei  qui  unicum,  in  honour 
of  the  Pope  Anicetus,  whose  feast  it  was. 
And  then  he  murmured  his  last  prayer, 
that  prayer  which  echoes  still  in  the  hearts 
of  all  that  love  our  country:  “  Jesus, 
convert  England.  O  England,  be  con¬ 
verted  to  the  Lord  thy  God.”  And  so  he 
died  most  sweetly,  even  as  he  breathed 
forth  his  last  prayer  for  the  country  that 
he  loved. 

Jesus,  convert  England.  It  is  the  prayer 
of  our  hearts  to-day.  It  has  been  the 
prayer  of  generations  of  faithful  Catholics 
since  the  martyr  died.  “  Te  insulae 
expectabunt  et  nomen  tuum  invocabunt ; 
parce  Domine  populo  tuo,  et  ne  des  here- 
ditatem  tuam  in  opprobrium.— Yes,  0 
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Lord,  the  islands  shall  wait  for  thee,  and 
shall  invoke  thy  name.  Spare,  O  Lord, 
spare  thy  people,  and  give  not  thy  heri¬ 
tage  to  reproach.”  O  God  of  mercy  and  of 
truth,  incline  the  hearts  of  the  children 
to  their  Father.  May  they  look  to  the 
Rock  from  which  they  have  been  hewn. 
”  Renew  thy  signs  and  work  new  mira¬ 
cles;  glorify  thy  hand  and  thy  right 
arm;  hasten  the  time  and  remember  the 
end,  that  they  may  declare  thy  wonderful 
works.  Have  mercy  on  Jerusalem,  the 
city  which  thou  hast  sanctified,  the  city 
of  thy  rest;  reward  them  that  patiently 
wait  for  thee,  that  thy  prophets  may  be 
found  faithful,  and  hear  the  prayers  of 
thy  servants  ”  ( Ecclus .  xxxvi). 

My  brethren,  when  we  look  around  us 
to-day  and  compare  this  sanctuary  of 
Tyburn  with  the  Tyburn  of  200  years  ago, 
we  are  filled  with  thankfulness  and  hope. 
“  God  has  done  great  things  for  us  already 
whereof  we  rejoice.” 

There  are  signs  of  a  glad  change  coming 
over  the  length  and  breadth  of  the  land. 
Conversions  were  never  perhaps  more 
frequent,  and  a  whole  section  of  the 
Anglican  Church  seems  to  be  turning  its 
eyes  with  longing  towards  the  Mother  and 
Mistress  of  all  churches;  many  and  many 
a  soul,  wearied  with  the  jarring  discords 
of  warring  sects  and  incompatible  creeds, 
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turns  a  wistful  gaze  towards  the  one 
Church  thatx  dares  to  speak  with  the 
infallible  authority  of  God,  the  one 
religion  in  which  men  know  what  they 
believe  and  why  they  believe  it. 

We  have  emerged  from  the  Catacombs. 
The  Church  in  all  her  divine  beauty  stands 
forth  boldly  in  the  midst  of  this  Protestant 
land.  She  is  protected  by  the  children  of 
her  persecutors,  and  multitudes  begin  to 
be  attracted  by  the  heavenly  sweetness 
of  her  aspect  and  the  sublime  grandeur 
of  her  unchangeable  doctrines.  She  holds 
out  to  our  people  the  priceless  gifts  of 
truth,  and  many  hands  are  stretched  out 
to  grasp  them. 

And  as  we  see  all  this,  our  hearts  are 
filled  with  thoughts  such  as  inspired  the 
prophet’s  song  of  joy:  "  Bless  ye  the 
Lord,  all  his  elect;  keep  days  of  joy  and 
give  glory  to  him.  Jerusalem,  city  of 
God,  the  Lord  hath  chastised  thee  for  the 
work  of  thy  hands.  Give  glory  to  the 
Lord  for  thy  good  things  and  bless  the 
God  eternal,  that  he  may  rebuild  his 
tabernacle  in  thee  and  may  call  back 
all  the  captives  to  thee,  and  thou  mayest 
rejoice  for  ever  and  ever.  Nations  from 
afar  shall  come  to  thee  and  shall  bring 
gifts  and  shall  adore  the  Lord  in  thee  and 
shall  esteem  thy  land  as  holy.  For  they 
shall  call  upon  the  great  name  in  thee. 
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Blessed  shall  they  be  that  shall  build  thee 
up !  Blessed  are  all  they  that  love  thee  and 
rejoice  in  thy  peace !”  ( Tob .  xiii  10-18). 

How  are  we  to  earn  a  share  in  this 
blessing  ?  How  may  we  add  some  stones 
to  the  spiritual  temple  of  the  Catholic 
Church  in  England  ?  Let  us  never  forget 
that  on  us  English  Catholics,  and  on  us 
alone,  rests  the  burden  of  responsibility. 
If  we  love  our  country,  can  her  future 
be  indifferent  to  us  ?  Now  that  future 
depends  under  God  upon  ourselves. 

The  English  people,  so  long  separated 
from  the  truth  and  ignorant  almost  of  its 
first  principles,  turn  naturally  to  those  who 
have  been  faithful  to  it  or  whom  God’s 
mercy  has  led  back  to  it,  to  see  what  it  is 
and  what  it  does  for  its  professors.  What 
they  see  us  to  be,  that  they  judge  the 
Church  to  be.  If  we  are  fervent,  charit¬ 
able,  devout,  full  of  good  works,  mortified, 
self-sacrificing — in  a  word  true  children  of 
the  martyrs — they  will  be  attracted  irre¬ 
sistibly  towards  the  faith  which  we 
profess.  But  if  they  find  us  lukewarm, 
indifferent,  worldly,  or  worse,  what  will 
they  think  of  the  faith  which  we  pretend 
to  cherish,  to  uphold,  and  to  set  forth  to 
men  ?  Ah  !  my  brethren,  the  indifferent 
lives  of  too  many  of  us  are  the  chiefest 
stumbling-block  in  the  way  of  England’s 
conversion. 
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Not  for  our  own  sake  alone,  but  for  the 
sake  of  those  millions  who  lie  outside  in 
darkness,  let  us  show  forth  Christ  in  our 
lives, 

And  preach  the  Faith  as  love  knows  how 
By  kindly  deeds  and  virtuous  life. 

Then  we  shall  at  least  not  have  upon  our 
hands  the  blood  of  our  separated  country¬ 
men,  the  guilt  of  the  loss  of  immortal  souls. 

And  the  martyrs  encourage  us  to  pray 
and  to  pray  earnestly  for  the  consumma¬ 
tion  of  their  blessed  work.  How  can  we 
forget  their  tears,  their  blood  which  cries 
continually  to  God  for  England  ?  Have 
we  less  love  for  her  than  those  foreign 
Catholics  who  pray  so  perseveringly  for 
her  conversion  ?  Let  us  each  of  us  ask 
himself  to-day:  “Do  I  pray  daily  for  the 
conversion  of  England  ?”  And  if  not, 
let  him  begin  to-day  upon  this  feast  of  the 
martyrs.  One  Hail  Mary,  one  Jesus, 
convert  England,  one  aspiration  to  our 
martyrs  will  not  over-burden  our  devo¬ 
tions.  But  let  us  do  more.  Let  us  put 
this  object  continually  before  us.  Let  us 
pray  for  it  constantly,  night  and  day. 
Whenever  we  hear  the  clock  strike,  for 
instance,  or  whenever  we  see  our  Lord 
Jesus  Christ  lifted  up  in  the  hands  of  his 
priests  at  the  sacring  of  the  holy  Mass. 

Let  us  pray,  too,  for  individuals,  that 
our  prayers  may  be  the  more  fervent. 
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And  let  us  pray  with  persevering  faith, 
even  though  it  be  years  before  we  are 
heard.  Or  again,  we  may  pray  especially 
for  those  nearest  to  the  light  or  for  those 
who  are  seeking  it  with  a  sincere  heart, 
or  for  those  whose  time  on  earth  is  short. 
We  may  ask  our  Lord  to  give  us  one  soul 
every  day,  and  we  may  be  sure  that  he 
will  hear  us— though  it  may  not  be  the 
very  soul  we  desire,  but  another  whom 
he  sees  is  better  prepared  for  the  grace. 

And  to  our  prayers  the  martyrs  teach  us 
to  join  charity  and  sacrifice.  We  must 
get  at  men’s  hearts  if  we  are  to  win  them. 
We  shall  never  win  our  countrymen  by 
sarcasm  or  ridicule.  This  only  closes 
hearts  against  us.  Let  us  try  rather  to 
thank  God  for  what  is  good  in  them  and 
in  the  system  in  which  they  have  been 
reared.  We  need  a  Christlike  love  of 
souls;  we  need  a  persevering  hopefulness 
that  no  difficulties  can  daunt.  Remember 
that  we  have  God  on  our  side,  and  that 
God  never  forgets.  “  And  Sion  said: 
The  Lord  has  forsaken  me  and  the  Lord 
has  forgotten  me.  Can  a  woman  forget 
her  infant,  so  as  not  to  have  pity  on  the 
son  of  her  womb  ?  Well,  if  she  should 
forget,  yet  will  I  not  forget  thee.  Behold 
I  have  engraven  thee  in  my  hands,  thy 
walls  are  always  before  my  eyes.”  Yes, 
we  have  cause  to  hope:  through  all  those 
108 


OUR  HOPE  FOR  ENGLAND 

centuries  of  trial  God  had  never  forgotten 
us.  And  now  he  asks  us  to  take  our  share 
in  his  work  of  restoring  love. 

And  then  there  is  sacrifice.  No  work  is 
complete  without  the  mark  of  the  cross 
the  martyrs  teach  us  that.  Our  Lord 
put  prayer  and  fasting  together  as  the 
necessary  conditions  for  expelling  demons, 
and  we  who  wish  to  drive  out  from  our 
land  the  demon  of  heresy  dare  not  neglect 
this  divine  weapon.  There  have  been  souls 
who,  inspired  by  the  example  of  our 
martyrs,  have  risen  to  heroic  acts  of 
sacrifice  for  this  great  cause;  generous 
souls  who  have  offered  their  lives  to  God 
for  the  conversion  of  England,  and  whose 
sacrifice  has  been  accepted.  These  are 
martyrs  of  charity,  hidden  from  the  world, 
indeed,  but  reigning  with  God  amid  the 
white-robed  host,  whose  glory  shall  one 
day  be  proclaimed  before  men  and  angels. 
If  we  do  not  feel  the  call  to  heights  such  as 
this,  let  us  at  least  offer  to  our  God  the 
sacrifice  of  mortified  lives.  Then,  indeed, 
we  may  hope  to  gain  some  souls  for 
Christ.  Oh  !  what  a  joy  for  us  if  at  the 
last  great  day,  when  the  martyrs  of 
England  pass  in  glorious  procession  before 
the  throne  of  God,  singing  their  hymns  of 
triumph  and  bearing  their  sheaves  with 
them,  if  we — yes,  even  we — may  follow 
in  their  steps  and  lay  before  the  feet  of  our 
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Redeemer  but  one  soul  whom  we  have 
rescued  from  eternal  death  ! 

Jesus,  convert  England !  Jesus,  have 
mercy  on  this  country  ! 

Holy  Mother  Mary,  have  pity  on  thy 
dower  ! 


U.I.O.G.D. 
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A  Plea  for  our  Martyrs 

By  DOM  BEDE  CAMM,  O.S.B. 

A  Paper  read  at  the  Newcastle  Catholic  Congress, 

1 91 1.  (Guild  of  Ransom  Section .) 

Fifty  years  ago  and  more  a  great  writer 
penned  some  burning  words,  which  it  may 
be  well  to  recall  to-day. 

“  May  we  not  say,”  he  writes,  “  that 
we  English  Catholics  hold  a  proud  pre¬ 
eminence  over  all  others  in  our  indifference 
to  the  memory  of  those  who  founded  our 
Christianity,  and  cemented  it  with  their 
blood?  What  other  people  has  ever 
allowed  its  saints  and  martyrs  to  be  for¬ 
gotten,  or  their  names  to  be  branded  with 
odious  imputations  ?  Undeniably  we  owe 
our  Christianity  to  the  seminary  priests 
of  the  sixteenth  and  seventeenth  centuries. 
St  Alban,  St  Augustine,  the  Benedictine 
Apostles,  St  Thomas  of  Canterbury,  did 
noble  work  in  their  day;  they  dug  deep 
and  built  high;  but  all  above  ground  was 
levelled  at  the  Reformation;  and  those 
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who  built  anew  on  the  old  foundations  are 
the  true  Fathers  of  our  Church. 

...  The  active  restorers  of 
religion  were  the  '  seminary  priests  ’ 
who  did  not  scruple  to  call  themselves 
the  founders  of  English  Catholicity,  and 
their  assemblies  the  incunabula  nascentis 
Ecclesice — the  cradles  of  the  infantChurch.* 

“  In  allowing  this,  we  by  no  means 
grant  that  the  contemptuous  silence  and 
indifference  of  the  first  decade  of  Eliza¬ 
beth’s  reign  was  any  real  agreement  of  the 
clergy  and  people  to  her  changes.  .  .  . 
Still,  whatever  they  thought,  the  people 
of  England  did  generally  conform  out¬ 
wardly  to  the  new  religion,  till  they  were 
awakened  by  the  missionary  priests; 
to  these,  therefore,  English  Catholicity 
owes  its  existence;  they  are  our  founders, 
the  corner-stones  on  which  our  Church  is 
built.  Now,  do  we  honour  and  venerate 
these  men,  as  other  parts  of  the  Church 
honour  their  apostles  ?  Quite  the  reverse. 

“We  forget  all  about  them:  when  we 
look  for  apostles  ten  to  one  but  we  pick  up 
St  Philip  Neri,  and  make  him  apostle  of 
England  as  well  as  of  Rome,  because  he 
took  interest  in  the  English  College;  or 
St  Paul  of  the  Cross,  the  founder  of  the 
Passionists,  because  he  desired  to  come  to 

*  Expression  from  a  letter  of  Venerable  Robert 
Southwell,  S.J. 
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England.  But  those  people  who  literally 
came,  preached,  converted  their  thousands, 
were  taken,  tortured,  and  put  to  death, 
and  won  their  martyrs’  crowns  here 
amongst  us,  we  have  almost  forgotten. 
Is  the  patronage  and  cultus  of  saints 
modified  for  Englishmen  ?  Is  it  not  true 
that  the  blood  of  martyrs  is  the  seed  of 
the  Church  in  this  sterile  land — this 
desert  pathless  and  waterless  ?  But  it 
will  be  said,  these  people  are  not  canonised. 
And  why  not  ?  .  .  .  The  demand  of  the 
multitude  is  the  ground  for  the  supply. 
The  question  must  be  urged  clamorously 
before  the  response  is  given,  the  want 
loudly  expressed,  before  the  grave  and 
ponderous  machinery  is  set  in  motion  to 
satisfy  it.  And  is  there  no  want  ?  Can 
we  afford  to  give  up  any  means  of  pro¬ 
pagating  our  religion  ?  Are  we  so 
prosperous,  so  strong,  that  we  can  afford 
to  relinquish  the  example  and  patronage 
of  our  leaders  ?  No.  It  is  wonderful 
when  we  see  how,  after  so  many  centuries, 
the  names  of  St  Denis  and  St  Genevieve 
bring  their  crowds  to  the  Parisian  churches, 
to  think  how  the  names  of  Campion  and 
Southwell,  of  Maine  and  Allen,  of  Barlow 
and  Heath  have  no  music  for  English 
ears,  no  attractions  for  English  hearts  ! 
Yet  they  died  not  for  nothing.  They 
were  not  soldiers  who  lost  their  lives  in 
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an  aimless  and  unsuccessful  expedition, 
whose  failure  only  animated  the  enemy’s 
confidence.  No;  at  the  lowest  valuation, 
they  died  for  an  idea.  ...  He  who 
dies  for  an  idea  entrusts  his  thoughts  to 
men  on  earth;  he  who  dies  for  religion, 
entrusts  his  cause  to  saints  and  angels, 
and  to  God  himself,  who  rewards  him 
by  making  him  ruler  over  cities  and  states 
—over  the  places  that  have  been  the 
scene  of  his  labours  and  his  death.  .  .  . 

“  His  blood  is  seed;  and  various  are  its 
fruits — increase  of  faith,  new  energy  in 
the  weak,  new  conquest  from  unbelievers. 
It  may  have  lain  forgotten  for  centuries; 
but  the  influence  is  not  dead,  the  germ 
will  put  forth  its  strength,  and  the  idea 
for  which  the  martyr  suffered  will  spring 
up  out  of  the  ground,  and  the  truth  will 
propagate  itself  round  his  tomb  as  by 
a  magnetic  influence.  Some  strange 
fascination  attracts  men  to  hunt  out  their 
relics  or  their  records,  and  to  strive  to 
kindle  an  enthusiasm  for  them  in  the 
hearts  of  the  nations.  Thus  St  Ambrose 
disiriterred  the  bodies  of  Gervasius  and 
Protasius,  that  had  been  lost  for  centuries. 
The  holy  victims,  he  sings,  were  lost; 
but  the  sacred  stream  was  not  lost.  Blood 
cannot  be  lost  which  cried  out  to  God  the 
Father;  the  grace  of  heaven  brought 
them  to  light  again ;  we  cannot  be  martyrs. 
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but  we  can  find  their  bodies:  Nequimus 
esse  martyr es,  sed  reperimus  martyr es. 
Like  St  Ambrose,  we  English  Catholics 
have  also  our  treasures  to  dig  for;  our 
parents  and  fathers  in  the  faith  are  no 
less  noble  than  the  apostles  of  Milan,  or  of 
France,  or  of  Germany.  Perhaps  the 
time  has  come  when  God  will  make  them 
better  known;  of  this  we  are  persuaded, 
that  the  restoration  of  their  memories  will 
be  in  many  cases  the  restoration  of  faith.” 

So  wrote  Mr.  Richard  Simpson  in  the 
Rambler,  in  August,  1857.  As  I  said, 
fifty  years  have  passed  since  these  words 
were  written,  but  do  they  not  remain 
true  to  a  very  great  extent  ?  It  is  true 
that  much  has  been  done  since  then  to 
make  our  martyrs  better  known  amongst 
us.  The  labours  of  men  like  Father  John 
Morris,  S.J.,  the  Oratorian  Fathers  Knox 
and  Keogh,  the  Redemptorist  Fr.  Bridgett 
and  many  others  like  them  have  resulted 
in  the  beatification  of  sixty-three  of  our 
martyrs,  and  in  the  introduction  of  the 
cause  of  hundreds  more.  Churches  have 
been  raised  in  their  honour,  for  instance 
at  Cambridge,  Tower  Hill,  Manchester, 
Streatham,  Preston;  pilgrimages  have 
been  inaugurated  (mainly  through  the 
devoted  efforts  of  this  Guild  and  its 
indefatigable  Master  and  Founder)  to 
places  connected  with  their  sufferings, 
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such  as  York  and  Padley  Chapel  in  Derby¬ 
shire;  or  to  places  rich  in  their  relics, 
such  as  Downside  Abbey;  religious  houses 
have  been  established  on  spots  sacred 
to  their  memory,  where  Blessed  Thomas 
More  lived  at  Chelsea,  and  above  all  at 
Tyburn,  the  Calvary  of  our  Church. 
Books  and  pamphlets  innumerable  have 
been  written  to  make  their  lives  and 
sufferings  known  to  us,  hymns  have  been 
composed  in  their  honour,  and  prayers 
to  them  are  familiar  to  most  of  us.  And 
more  than  all  this,  we  have  their  annual 
feast  days,  when  holy  Mass  is  offered  in 
their  memory — and  the  faithful  gather 
round  their  altars  to  praise  God  for  their 
precious  deaths. 

But  how  much  yet  remains  to  be  done  ! 
Granted  all  this,  and  with  all  due  thanks¬ 
giving  to  the  goodness  of  God  which  has 
worked  these  marvels  in  our  midst,  is  it 
not  true  that  even  yet  our  martyrs 
are  sadly  forgotten  by  us,  that  their 
names  are  not  yet  household  words 
among  us,  that  our  devotion  to  them  is 
very  feeble  and  very  scanty  compared 
with  their  surpassing  merits  ?  Are  not 
too  many  of  us  quite  indifferent  to  their 
memory,  quite  forgetful  of  the  debt  we  owe 
them  ? 

And  so  I  venture  to-day  to  make  this 
Plea  for  our  Martyrs. 
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Observe,  I  say.  Our  Martyrs.  We  are 
not  all  English,  but  neither  are  they. 
There  are  among  us  those  of  Irish,  Scottish, 
and  Welsh  blood,  and  so  there  are  among 
them.  Though  the  great  majority  of 
them  are  naturally  and  fittingly  English¬ 
men,  so  that  we  know  them  as  “  the 
English  Martyrs,”  yet  there  are  numerous 
Irishmen  among  them,  from  the  Blessed 
Oliver  Plunket,  Archbishop  of  Armagh 
and  successor  of  St  Patrick  in  his  primatial 
throne,  down  to  the  humble  serving  man 
Patrick  Salmon  and  Terence  Cary  who 
suffered  with  the  Jesuit  martyr  Father 
John  Cornelius  (himself  of  Irish  blood) 
at  Dorchester.  Other  Irish  names  that 
occur  to  me  in  the  glorious  list  are  Roche, 
Mahoney,  and  McGeoghegan.  Scotland 
has  at  least  one  representative  in  Venerable 
George  Douglas,  while  Wales  has  many, 
as  the  names  of  Roberts,  Evans,  Lewis, 
Powell  are  loud  to  testify.  Therefore  we 
may  confidently  call  them  Our  Martyrs. 
They  are  ours,  whatever  may  be  our 
descent.  They  are  united  in  Christ,,  as 
we  are  in  the  bonds  of  the  one  true  faith, 
and  we  claim  them  for  our  own  with  joy 
and  pride. 

But  what  are  we  doing  for  them  ?  The 
subject  of  this  paper  is  to  suggest  very 
briefly  various  ways  in  which  we  may 
promote  their  glory  on  earth,  and  at  the 
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same  time  merit  the  grace  of  their  inter¬ 
cession  in  heaven. 

We  must  remember  that  this  is  no  mere 
matter  of  sentiment,  as  is  sometimes 
supposed.  Not  that  we  need  be  so 
afraid  of  a  sentiment.  After  all,  it  was 
a  sentiment  which  inspired  the  Crusaders 
to  save  the  Holy  Sepulchre  from  the 
infidel;  it  is  sentiment  which  makes 
certain  spots  places  of  pilgrimage,  which 
teaches  us  to  honour  relics  and  observe 
anniversaries.  Without  sentiment,  life 
would  be  stripped  of  more  than  half  its 
beauty  and  charm.  But  the  martyrs’ 
cause  should  be  promoted  by  the  most 
prosaic.  F or  their  witness  is  of  the  utmost 
value  in  the  daily  warfare  we  have  to  wage 
against  the  fashionable  heresy  of  the  day. 
Anglican  dreams  of  “  continuity  ”  fade 
away  as  mist  in  the  presence  of  these  silent 
witnesses  to  the  ancient  faith  of  England. 
If  I  may  be  pardoned  a  personal  reminis¬ 
cence,  I  well  remember  how  the  beatifica¬ 
tion  of  the  martyrs  in  1886  stirred  in  my 
own  soul  the  first  misgivings  that  my 
position  as  an  Anglican  was  unsound. 
Rome  had  crowned  Fisher  and  More 
with  the  aureole  of  beatification,  and  the 
thought  seemed  to  haunt  me,  “  You  would 
have  been  on  their  side,  had  you  lived  in 
their  own  day;  why  are  you  not  on  their 
side  now  ?”  This  thought  so  worked 
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on  me,  that  I  had  no  rest  till  at  last,  three 
and  a  half  years  later,  I  submitted  to  the 
Holy  See  for  which  they  had  died  so 
bravely. 

Again,  the  Bishop  of  Northampton 
showed  in  a  wonderfully  interesting  paper, 
at  the  Eucharistic  Congress  in  London, 
how  the  martyrs  witnessed  to  the  old 
faith  of  England  in  the  holy  Mass.  They 
were  indeed  martyrs  of  the  Pope  and  of 
the  Mass. 

Now  my  plea  to-day  to  you  is  first  to 
get  to  know  the  martyrs.  It  was  only 
after  my  own  conversion  that  I  began  to 
find  out  the  wonder  of  their  lives,  and  it 
was  a  revelation  to  me.  The  first  life 
I  read  (if  you  will  pardon  my  egoism) 
was  that  of  Venerable  Margaret  Clitherowe, 
the  Pearl  of  York.  I  was  filled  with 
enthusiasm,  and  wrote  to  the  Convent 
at  York  to  ask  for  further  details.  And 
I  remember  Mother  Mary  Loyola  replying 
to  me:  “I  hope  that  you  will  get  to 
know  and  love  not  only  Margaret,  but  all 
our  dear  martyrs.  We  owe  them  every¬ 
thing.”  And  from  that  day,  I  began 
to  read  Challoner  eagerly,  and  could 
hardly  contain  myself  for  joy  to  see  what 
champions  of  the  faith  our  land  had 
given  to  God.  And  as  I  remembered  that  I 
had  known  nothing  of  these  heroes  up  till 
then,  I  saw  how  I  had  been  deceived  as  to 
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the  truth  of  our  history,  and  I  resolved 
to  do  what  I  could  to  make  that  truth 
known  to  others. 

But  as  before  you  can  love  anyone 
you  must  know  him,  so  I  plead  first  of 
all  with  you  to  read  the  martyrs’  lives. 
You  can  get  Challoner  for  12s.  6d.  now 
from  Bums  Oates  and  Washbourne,  and 
this  is  not  a  great  sum  for  most  of  us. 
Every  Catholic  ought  to  have  this  book, 
and  not  only  to  possess  it,  but  to  read  it, 
and  study,  and  con  it  over  till  he  knows 
the  martyrs  as  a  man  knows  his  familiar 
friends.  You  can’t  do  without  these 
Memoirs  of  Missionary  Priests  that  good 
old  Bishop  Challoner  compiled  just  in 
time,  before  the  records  at  Douai  College 
were  destroyed  at  the  French  Revolution. 
But  though  Challoner  can  never  be 
neglected,  we  need  by  no  means  confine 
ourselves  to  him.  Of  late  years  many 
excellent  works  have  been  published,  and 
the  Catholic  Truth  Society  has  produced 
admirable  twopenny  lives  of  all  the  more 
prominent  martyrs.  Perhaps  the  best 
way  to  begin  would  be  to  study  Father 
Morris’  pamphlet,  “  The  English  Martyrs, 
who  they  were  and  why  they  suffered  ” : 
it  answers  these  questions  very  clearly 
and  is  an  extraordinarily  interesting  sur¬ 
vey  of  the  whole  cause.  The  lives  of  the 
individual  martyrs  will  be  better  under- 
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stood  after  perusing  it.  It  is  unnecessary 
to  mention  other  works  such  as  the 
Lives  of  the  Blessed  English  Martyrs, 
published  by  Bums  Oates  and  Wash- 
bourne,  and  written  by  several  competent 
historians;  Fr.  Pollen’s  Acts,  the  works 
of  Father  Bridgett,  Br.  Foley,  Mr.  Gillow, 
etc.,  etc.;  any  Catholic  book-list  will  give 
the  particulars. 

The  next  step  is  to  make  the  martyrs 
known  to  others.  This  will  not  be  diffi¬ 
cult,  for  once  we  know  them  we  cannot 
help  being  enthusiastic  about  them,  and 
if  we  cannot  all  write  or  lecture  about 
them,  we  can  do  much  by  lending  books 
about  them  to  our  friends  and  helping  to 
circulate  the  C.T.S.  twopenny  lives  in  our 
neighbourhood.  As  they  get  known  to 
outsiders,  public  opinion  about  Catholics 
will  surely  change.  It  may  be  a  slow 
change,  but  it  will  be  not  the  less  sure 
for  that.  For  instance,  a  very  secular 
organ  lately  published  a  review  of  a  book 
of  mine  in  which  the  reviewer  said: 
“  Wider  and  wider  grows  the  sentiment, 
so  well  expressed  by  the  author,  ‘  English¬ 
men  of  all  creeds  have  grown  more  sym¬ 
pathetic  of  late,  as  they  have  come  to 
know  something  of  that  long  persecution 
which  made  their  Catholic  fellow-country¬ 
men  outlaws  in  their  own  land,  and  turned 
their  most  treasured  religious  convictions 
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into  crime  against  the  State.’  From  this 
you  will  gather  that  the  book  appeals 
to  Englishmen  who  love  liberty,  ^though 
they  may  not  profess  Catholicism.  This 
is  only  a  trifle,  but  it  is  significant  of 
the  good  that  is  slowly  being  effected  by 
the  diffusion  of  historical  facts  as  to  the 
persecution  of  our  Catholic  fathers. 

Priests  can  do  very  much  to  make  the 
martyrs  known  and  loved.  Why  should 
not  the  second  Sunday  of  each  month, 
when  Benediction  is  offered  for  the  con¬ 
version  of  England,  become  our  martyrs 
Sunday  ?  As  Cardinal  Vaughan  suggested, 
the  priest  might  read  to  his  people  the 
life  of  one  of  the  martyrs  who  suffered 
that  month.  (Mr.  Dudley  Baxter’s  little 
Kalendar  of  the  English  Martyrs  shows  at 
a  glance  who  suffered  on  each  day  of  the 
month.)  Besides  reading  their  passions 
from  the  pulpit,  priests  might  help  on  the 
cause  by  giving  lantern  lectures  on  winter 
evenings  about  them.  The  C.T.S.  has 
seven  sets  of  excellent  historical  slides 
dealing  with  the  martyrs  of  the  different 
periods,  and  these  can  be  hired  for  a  small 
sum.  I  have  found  by  experience  that 
these  lectures  are  always  most  eagerly 
listened  to,  whether  by  schoolboys  in  our 
Catholic  colleges,  the  members  of  the 
Catholic  Women’s  League,  or  by  mixed 
audiences  of  every  rank  and  condition  in  a 
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public  hall  or  schoolroom.  I  do  feel  that 
this  is  a  real  apostolate,  and  that  we 
might  do  a  great  deal  more  in  this  way 
to  spread  interest  in  the  cause.  It  is  also 
the  best  way  of  attracting  the  notice  of 
Protestants.  The  local  paper  will  often 
report  the  lecture  at  considerable  length, 
and  (if  the  lecturer  is  careful  to  see  the 
report  before  it  is  inserted)  in  this  way 
much  good  may  be  done.  Thus,  for 
instance,  I  remember  giving  a  lecture 
at  Peterborough  on  the  local  martyr, 
Ven.  Henry  Heath,  O.S.F.,  and  the  news¬ 
paper  gave  a  panegyric  of  “  This  Glory 
of  our  Ancient  City  ”  with  an  enthusiasm 
which  was  quite  remarkable,  especially 
as  it  appeared  that  Peterborough  had  been 
up  till  then  almost  entirely  ignorant  of  the 
very  existence  of  its  saintly  citizen. 

More  too,  surely,  might  be  done  by  the 
local  clergy  in  promoting  pilgrimages 
to  the  various  places  of  martyrdom. 
Hereford,  Warwick,  Worcester,  Chester, 
and  a  host  of  other  county  towns  which 
have  been  consecrated  by  the  life-blood 
of  martyrs,  should  have  their  annual 
pilgrimage  just  as  York  and  Tyburn  do. 
This  is  another  important  way  of  keeping 
the  martyrs’  memory  green  in  the  hearts 
of  Catholics,  and  in  making  them  known 
to  those  outside  the  fold.  If  Father 
Kemble  is  still  remembered  so  vividly  in 
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the  neighbourhood  of  Monmouth,  it  is 
chiefly  because  there  has  been  from  time 
immemorial  an  annual  pilgrimage  to  his 
grave  in  Welsh  Newton  churchyard. 

A  similar  pilgrimage  is  surely  due  to  the 
Jesuit  martyr,  Father  Baker,  who  lies 
in  the  old  Priory  churchyard  at  Usk. 
And  if  we  go  with  prayer  and  hymn  to 
Padley  in  Derbyshire,  where  two  noble 
priests  were  captured,  why  not  to  Golden, 
near  Truro,  where  Blessed  Cuthbert 
Mayne,  the  protomartyr  of  our  seminary 
priests,  fell  into  the  hands  of  the  persecutor? 

I  have  long  been  preparing  a  work  which 
is  designed  to  be  a  sort  of  Pilgrims 
Guide-book  to  the  various  places  con¬ 
secrated  by  the  birth,  sojourn,  capture, 
or  sufferings  of  our  dear  martyrs.  This 
work,  which  has  been  in  preparation  now 
some  twenty  years,  has  grown  so  volumi¬ 
nous  that  I  am  much  afraid  it  will  be 
difficult  to  find  a  publisher.  But  if  it 
ever  sees  the  light,  it  will  perhaps  serve 
as  a  guide  to  those  who  wish  to  revive 
local  devotion  to  our  martyrs,  and  will 
certainly  go  to  prove  that  there  is  hardly 
a  spot  in  all  the  land  which  has  not  been 
consecrated  by  a  martyr’s  presence. 

So  I  would  plead,  do  not  let  the  martyrs 
be  forgotten.  Find  out  your  own  local 
heroes,  and  honour  them  in  every  way  you 
can.  If  you  cannot  get  up  a  public 
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pilgrimage,  there  is  at  least  nothing  to 
prevent  you  making  a  private  one.  I 
know  a  family,  living  in  the  most  Protes¬ 
tant  part  of  England,  where  Catholics  are 
very  few  and  far  between,  who  make 
pilgrimage  year  after  year  to  the  home  of 
one  of  the  least  known  of  all  our  martyrs, 
there  to  pray  for  the  conversion  of  our 
country.  Father  and  mother,  brothers 
and  sisters,  they  all  kneel  in  the  fields, 
near  the  old  hall  where  the  martyr  lived, 
to  recite  the  Rosary,  and  then  rise  to  sing 
the  martyr’s  hymn : 

O  thou,  of  all  thy  warriors  Lord, 

Thyself  the  crown  and  sure  reward  ! 

Set  us  from  sinful  fetters  free 
Who  sing  the  martyr’s  victory. 

This  is  a  touching  instance  of  what 
love  will  inspire  in  faithful  hearts.  May 
others  be  led  to  follow  so  beautiful  an 
example  ! 

Yet  another  way  of  making  the  martyrs 
known  is  to  promote  the  erecting  of 
memorials  to  them.  There  are  far  too 
few  of  these  at  present.  I  was  giving  a 
mission  near  Wolsingham  in  county 
Durham  some  years  ago,  and  was  shown 
the  place  where  tradition  said  that 
Venerable  John  Duckett  was  arrested, 
as  he  was  returning  from  baptizing  a 
child  at  Wolsingham.  I  was  told  that 
the  memory  of  the  place  was  preserved 
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by  the  Catholics  of  the  district,  who  always 
made  a  sign  of  the  cross  on  the  ground  as 
they  passed  the  place.  I  was  fortunate 
enough  to  be  able  to  induce  a  good  Catholic 
lady  who  owned  the  property  to  set  up  a 
handsome  stone  cross  close  to  the  spot, 
with  an  inscription  setting  forth  the 
reason  of  its  erection.  A  similar  memorial 
exists  at  Harvington  in  Worcestershire, 
in  honour  of  Father  John  Wall,  O.S.F. 
This  was  put  up  by  public  subscription. 

We  cannot  raise  altars  save  to  the 
Blessed  (nine  of  whom  by  a  special  indult 
of  the  Holy  See  may  have  each  an  altar 
in  each  diocese),  but  memorial  tablets  or 
brasses  should  be  put  in  every  Catholic 
church  or  chapel  which  can  boast  of  a  local 
martyr.  There  seems  to  be  no  reason, 
too  (but  here  I  speak  with  due  reserve), 
why  the  Venerable  martyrs  should  not  be 
represented  in  stained  glass,  so  long  as 
they  have  no  nimbus  or  aureole  or  other 
mark  of  cultus.  They  are  thus  represented 
at  Manchester,  with  the  permission  of  the 
Bishop  of  Salford.  At  Derby  is  a  brass 
in  St  Mary’s  church,  giving  the  names 
of  the  martyrs  who  have  suffered  in  that 
town,  and  a  stone  tablet  with  the  forty- 
nine  martyrs  of  York  was  recently  set  up 
in  St  Wilfrid’s  church  in  that  city. 
There  are  a  few  other  memorials  of  the 
same  kind  scattered  about  the  country, 
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but  they  are  far  too  few.  Here,  then, 
is  an  object  for  the  zeal  of  Ransomers. 
Let  them  get  a  correct  list  of  their  local 
martyrs,  and  then  make  it  possible  for 
their  parish  priest  to  erect  such  a  memorial 
in  the  church.  The  modern  Anglican 
seeks  to  promote  his  false  views  of  history 
by  setting  up  in  every  parish  church  a 
list  of  the  rectors  of  the  place,  from  Pre- 
Reformation  times  down  to  our  own  day. 
This  is  cunningly  devised  to  bolster  up 
the  claim  to  continuity  with  the  Church 
of  Old  England.  Let  us  on  our  part 
glory  in  our  true  and  undoubted  history, 
and  erect  in  every  place,  and  as  promi¬ 
nently  as  possible,  memorials  to  these 
glorious  heroes  who  bore  the  burden  and 
heat  of  the  day,  and  died  that  we  might 
live. 

Their  names  ought  to  be  household 
words  amongst  us,  their  memorials  should 
confront  us  wherever  we  go.  At  Oxford  the 
image  of  Blessed  Edmund  Campion  should 
smile  from  its  niche  upon  his^  old  Univer¬ 
sity,  a  more  worthy  “  martyrs  memorial  ^ 
than  that  which  now  disfigures  St  Giles’. 
Here  at  Newcastle,  Venerable  Edward 
Waterson,  and  Venerable  Joseph  Lamb- 
ton,  at  Gateshead,  should  have  their  place 
of  honour.  And  so  it  should  surely  be 
throughout  the  realm.  Honour  to  whom 
honour  is  due  ! 
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And  be  sure  that  the  martyrs  will  show 
their  gratitude  to  those  who  work  for 
them.  You  remember,  doubtless,  the 
beautiful  story  of  the  gratitude  of  the 
blessed  monks  of  the  London  Charter- 
house,  who  appeared  in  bright  array  by 
the  dying  bed  of  Margaret  Clements, 
who  had  ministered  to  them  in  prison, 
and  escorted  her  in  triumph  to  her 
heavenly  reward.  A  story  I  have  heard 
on  good  authority  (though  I  repeat  it 
with  due  reserve)  would  seem  to  show 
that  they  still  remember  those  who  love 
and  work  for  them.  At  the  very  moment 
that  their  great  champion,  Father  John 
Morris,  was  suddenly  snatched  away  by 
death  from  the  pulpit  at  Wimbledon,  a 
holy  nun  in  America  saw  him  escorted  to 
paradise  by  a  great  company  of  martyrs. 
She  knew  not  his  name,  only  that  he 
was  an  English  Jesuit,  and  the  inquiries 
sent  to  England  ascertained  the  fact  that 
the  Apostle  of  Martyrs  had  died  at  the 
time  of  this  vision.  Nor  need  this  surprise 
us,  fpr  God’s  saints  have  ever  had  grateful 
hearts. 
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CALENDAR  OF  THE  TYBURN 
MARTYRS 

Whose  cause  has  been  introduced  at  Rome 
January. 

ii  Ven.  William  Carter,  Layman,  1584- 
21  Ven.  Edward  Stransham,  Sec.  Priest, 
1586. 

21  Ven.  Nicholas  Wheeler,  or  Woodfen, 
Sec.  Priest,  1586. 

21  Ven.  Thomas  Green,  or  Reynolds,  Sec. 
Priest,  1642. 

21  Ven.  Bartholomew  Alban  Roe,  Priest, 

O.S.B.,  1642. 

22  Ven.  William  Patenson,  Sec.  Priest, 

*592‘  .  T_  -  T>*  4-  CT 

24  Ven.  William  Ireland,  Priest,  b.J., 

1679. 

24  Ven.  Henry  Grove,  Layman,  1679. 
February. 

1  Ven.  Henry  Morse,  Priest,  S.J.,  1645. 

3  B.  John  Nelson,  Priest,  S.J.,  3:578. 

7  B.  Thomas  Sherwood,  Layman,  1578. 
12  Ven.  James  Fenn,  Sec.  Priest,  1584. 
12  Ven.  George  Haydock,  Sec.  Priest, 
1584. 

12  Ven.  Thomas  Hemerford,  Sec.  Priest, 
3:584. 

12  Ven.  John  Munden,  Sec.  Priest,  1584- 
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12  Ven.  John  Nutter,  Sec.  Priest,  1584. 

17  Ven.  William  Richardson,  Sec.  Priest, 

1603. 

18  Ven.  William  Harrington,  Sec.  Priest, 

1594-  . 

20  Ven.  Richard  Williams,  Sec.  Priest, 

1592. 

21  Ven.  Robert  Southwell,  Priest,  S.J., 

1595- 

26  Ven.  Robert  Drury,  Sec.  Priest,  1607. 

27  Ven.  Mark  Barkworth,  Priest,  O.S.B., 

1601. 

27  Ven.  Roger  Filcock,  Priest,  S.J.,  1601. 
27  Ven.  Anne  Line,  Widow,  1601. 

March. 

7  B.  John  Larke,  Sec.  Priest,  1544. 

7  B.  Jermyn  Gardiner,  Sec.  Priest,  1544. 
7  Ven.  John  Ireland,  Sec.  Priest,  1544. 

19  Ven.  Thomas  Ashby,  Layman,  1544. 

April. 

11  Ven.  George  Gervase,  Priest,  O.S.B., 
1608. 

17  Ven.  Henry  (Paul  Magdalen)  Heath, 
Priest,  O.F.M.,  1643. 

19  Ven.  James  Duckett,  Layman,  1602. 

20  Ven.  Richard  Sergeant,  Sec.  Priest, 

1586. 

20  Ven.  William  Thompson,  Sec.  Priest, 
1586. 
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20  Ven.  Thomas  Tichborne,  Sec.  Priest, 

1602.  . 

20  Ven.  Robert  Watkinson,  Sec.  Priest, 

1602. 

20  Ven.  Francis  Page,  Priest,  S.J.,  1002. 
26  Ven.  Edward  Morgan,  Sec.  Priest, 
1642. 

May. 

4  Feast  of  the  Blessed  English  Martyrs. 

4  B.  John  Houghton,  Carth.  Prior, 
1535. 

4  B.  Augustine  Webster,  Carth.  Prior, 

1535-  _  ■ 

4  B.  Robert  Lawrence,  Carth.  Prior, 

1535. 

4  B.  Richard  Reynolds,  Bridgettme,  1535- 
4  B.  John  Haile,  Sec.  Priest,  1535- 
9  Ven.  Thomas  Pickering,  Lay-Brother, 
O.S.B.,  1679.  T 

19  Ven.  Peter  Wright,  Priest,  S.J.,  1051. 
28  B.  Thomas  Ford,  Sec.  Priest,  1582. 

28  B.  Robert  Johnson,  Sec.  Priest,  1582. 
28  B.  John  Shert,  Sec.  Priest,  1582. 

30  B.  William  Filbie,  Sec.  Priest,  1582. 
30  B.  Luke  Kirby,  Sec.  Priest,  1582. 

30  B.  Lawrence  Richardson,  Sec.  Priest, 

I5^2-  •  Q 

30  B.  Thomas  Cottam,  Priest,  1582. 

30  Ven.  Richard  Newport,  Sec.  Priest, 

3:612.  '  -0-4. 

30  Ven.  William  Maurus  Scot,  Priest, 

O.S.B.,  1612. 
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June. 

i  B.  John  Storey,  Layman,  1571. 

13  B.  Thomas  Woodhouse,  Priest,  S.J., 
I573- 

19  B.  William  Exmew,  Carth.  Priest, 
1535- 

19  B.  Humphrey  Middlemore,  Carth. 
Priest,  1535. 

19  B.  Sebastian  Newdigate,  Carth.  Priest, 

1535- 

20  Ven.  John  Fenwick,  Priest,  S.J.,  1679. 
20  Ven.  John  Gavan,  or  Green,  Priest, 

S.J.,  1679. 

20  Ven.  William  Harcourt,  Priest,  S.J., 
1679. 

20  Ven.  Antony  Turner,  Priest,  S.J.,  1679. 
20  Ven.  Thomas  Whitbread,  Provincial 
S.J.,  1679. 

23  Ven.  Robert,  or  Roger,  Ashton,  Lay¬ 
man,  1592. 

23  Ven.  Thomas  Garnet,  Priest,  S.T., 
1608.  J 

28  Ven.  John  Southworth,  Sec.  Priest, 
1654. 

30  Ven.  Philip  Powel,  Priest,  O.S.B., 
1646. 

July. 

I  Ven.  Thomas  Maxfield,  Sec.  Priest, 
1616. 

1  B.  Oliver  Plunket,  Archbishop  of 
Armagh,  1681. 
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6  Ven.  Thomas  Alfield,  Sec.  Priest,  1585. 

,  6  Ven.  Thomas  Webley,  Layman,  1585. 

14  Ven.  Richard  Langhorne,  Layman, 
1679.  .  , 

26  Ven.  William  Ward,  Sec.  Priest,  1641. 

31  B.  Everard  Hanse,  Sec.  Priest,  1581. 

August. 

4  B.  William  Horne,  Carth.  Lay-Brother, 
1540. 

4  Ven.  Edmund  Brindholme,  Sec.  Priest, 
1540. 

4  Ven.  Clement  Philpot,  Layman,  i54<>- 
24  Ven.  Thomas  Hackshot,  Layman,  1601. 
24  Ven.  Nicholas  Tichborne,  Layman, 

1601.  .  00 

30  Ven.  Richard  Leigh,  Sec.  Priest,  1588. 
30  Ven.  Edward  Shelley,  Layman,  1588. 
30  Ven.  Richard  Martin,  Layman,  1588. 
30  Ven.  Richard  Flower,  Layman,  1588. 
30  Ven.  John  Roche,  Layman,  1588. 

30  Ven  Margaret  Ward,  Gentlewoman, 

1588. 

September. 

7  Ven.  John  Duckett,  Sec.  Priest,  1644. 

7  Ven.  Ralph  Corby,  Priest,  S.J.,  1644. 

October. 

8  Ven.  John  Adams,  Sec.  Priest,  1586. 

8  Ven  Richard  Dibdale,  Sec.  Priest, 
1586. 
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8  Ven.  John  Lowe,  Sec.  Priest,  1586. 

12  Ven.  Thomas  (John  Baptist)  Bullaker, 
Priest,  O.F.M.,  1642. 

December. 

1  B.  Edmund  Campion,  Priest,  S.J., 
1581. 

1  B.  Alexander  Briant,  Priest,  S.  J.,  1581. 
1  B.  Ralph  Sherwin,  Sec.  Priest,  1581. 

3  Ven.  Edward  Coleman,  Layman,  1678. 

5  Ven.  John  Almond,  Sec.  Priest,  1612. 
10  Ven.  Polydore  Plasden,  Sec.  Priest, 
I59i- 

10  Ven.  Eustace  White,  Sec.  Priest,  1591. 
10  Ven.  Sidney  Hodgson,  Layman,  1591. 
10  Ven.  Brian  Lacy,  Layman,  1591. 

10  Ven.  John  Mason,  Layman,  1591. 

10  Ven.  John  Roberts,  Priest,  O.S.B., 
1610. 

10  Ven.  Thomas  Somers,  Sec.  Priest, 

1610. 

11  Ven.  Arthur  (Francis)  Bell,  Priest, 

O.F.M.,  1643. 

12  Ven.  Thomas  Holland,  Priest,  S.J., 

1642. 

Pretiosa  in  conspectu  Domini  mors 
sanctorum  ejus. 
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SOME  NOTES  ON  TYBURN 
CONVENT* 

The  nuns  of  Tyburn  are  under  the  rule 
of  St  Benedict.  Their  Congregation  is 
dedicated  to  the  Most  Sacred  Heart  of 
Jesus,  and  was  founded  at  Montmartre — 
Mons  Martyrum — which  has  become  the 
Mount  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

Tyburn  Convent  dates  from  1903,  the 
nuns  of  Montmartre  having  been  asked, 
on  their  arrival  in  England,  by  His  Emi¬ 
nence  Cardinal  Vaughan  to  establish  on 
the  place  formerly  called  Tyburn  Field  a 
Sanctuary  in  honour  of  the  Sacred  Heart, 
and  as  a  memorial  of  the  glorious  martyrs — 
priests,  religious  of  many  Orders,  laymen 
and  women — who,  from  1535  to  1681, 
suffered  at  Tyburn  in  defence  of  the 
Catholic  faith  and  for  their  fidelity  to  the 
See  of  Peter.  The  Tyburn  nuns  have  the 
joy  of  thinking  that  this  design  of  the 
Heart  of  Jesus  had  been  foreseen  more  than 
three  hundred  years  ago  by  a  venerable 
confessor  of  the  faith,  Father  Gregory 
Gunne,  who,  dragged  before  the  judges 
on  June  8,  1585,  publicly  predicted  a  day 
would  come  when  a  religious  house  would 
be  erected  at  Tyburn. 

*  From  The  One  Hundred  and  Five  Martyrs 
of  Tyburn,  by  the  Nuns  of  Tyburn  Convent. 
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Now,  close  to  the  site  where  formerly 
stood  the  gallows,  is  the  altar  of  sacrifice, 
and  the  Blessed  Sacrament  is  perpetually 
exposed. 

Tyburn  draws  daily  many  Catholics 
and  even  non-Catholics  to  the  feet  of  the 
King  of  Martyrs.  Moreover,  a  triduum 
with  special  sermons  is  held  every  year  pre¬ 
paratory  to  the  feast  of  the  Blessed  English 
Martyrs  (May  4)  which  is  solemnly  cele¬ 
brated  at  Tyburn.  Another  triduum  in 
honour  of  Blessed  Cuthbert  Mayne  and 
Blessed  Edmund  Campion  is  held  from 
November  29  to  December  1.  On  the  last 
Sunday  in  April  the  “Walk  from  Newgate 
to  Tyburn  ”  takes  place,  when  several 
thousands  of  pilgrims  come  in  devout 
procession  along  the  one-time  Way  of 
Sorrows  on  which  the  martyrs  were  dragged 
on  hurdles.  From  March  4  to  March  12, 
Tyburn  is  the  centre  of  an  annual  Novena 
organized  by  the  Guild  of  Our  Lady  of 
Ransom,  for  the  conversion  of  England 
and  of  individuals. 

It  has  appeared  very  appropriate  that 
the,  divine  Heart  should  be  perpetually 
adored,  and  should  reign  over  the  place 
where  so  many  of  his  martyrs  had  their 
hearts  torn  from  their  breasts  after  having 
been  cut  down  while  still  breathing  from 
the  gibbet.  It  is  the  hope  of  all  who 
know  and  love  Tyburn  that  a  worthy 
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sanctuary  may  here  be  built  to  replace  the 
present  temporary  chapel,  where  the 
King  of  Martyrs  may  be  adored  for  many 
generations  in  the  sacrament  of  his  love. 

According  to  the  end  of  their  Congrega¬ 
tion,  the  Tyburn  nuns,  consecrated  to  the 
Heart  of  Jesus,  unite  themselves  to  the 
intentions  of  that  adorable  Heart  burning 
with  zeal  for  the  glory  of  the  most  holy 
Trinity,  and  for  the  salvation  of  souls. 
They  devote  themselves  to  the  divine 
praise,  and  to  the  adoration  of  the  Blessed 
Sacrament,  and  endeavour  to  obtain 
through  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus  abun¬ 
dant  graces  for  the  holy  Church  and  all 
mankind. 

They  are  placed  under  the  maternal 
patronage  of  the  blessed  and  immaculate 
Virgin  Mary.  After  the  blessed  Virgin  the 
special  protectress  of  their  Congregation 
is  St  Gertrude,  the  glorious  Benedictine 
virgin,  who  so  lovingly  contemplated  and 
magnificently  glorified  the  treasures  of  the 
Heart  of  Jesus. 

The  nuns  of  this  religious  Congregation 
are  called  primarily  to  the  contemplative 
life.  It  is  in  union  with  the  adorable 
sacrifice  of  the  altar  and  in  the  ineffable 
treasures  which  flow  from  the  daily 
reception  of  the  holy  Eucharist  that  they 
find  their  greatest  support.  N o  work  must 
be  preferred  in  the  Congregation  to  the 
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work  of  God  and  the  Eucharistic  service. 
Every  day,  in  union  with  the  praises  which 
the  Heart  of  Jesus  addresses  unceasingly 
to  the  Holy  Trinity,  they  offer  to  God  the 
sacrifice  of  praise  so  closely  bound  to  the 
sacrifice  of  the  altar.  The  divine  Office 
is  celebrated  according  to  the  Monastic 
Breviary.  The  Gregorian  chant  is  always 
used  for  the  singing  at  Mass  and  divine 
Office.  The  special  Offices  granted  by  the 
Holy  See  to  Tyburn  include  all  the  Offices 
of  the  Tyburn  Beati. 

Night  and  day,  before  the  Blessed 
Sacrament  exposed,  the  nuns  offer  their 
adorations  in  homage  of  honour,  of  praise 
and  love,  in  gratitude  and  reparation, 
in  supplication  for  the  needs  of  the  holy 
Church,  and  for  the  extension  of  the  reign 
of  the  Sacred  Heart  throughout  the  world. 

The  ideal  of  their  life  is  that  it  should  be 
a  continual  Opus  Dei  by  striving  after 
perfection,  by  prayer,  sacrifice  and  zeal  to 
this  great  end  marked  by  the  holy  Rule: 
“  Ut  in  omnibus  glorificetur  Deus.” 

If  their  white  cowl  symbolizes  con¬ 
templation,  Eucharistic  adoration  and 
divine  praise,  the  black  habit,  scapular 
and  veil  represent  the  poverty,  penance, 
and  labour  which  they  have  likewise 
embraced. 

The  Community  may  also  employ  itself 
in  works  of  zeal,  properly  so  called,  such 
138 


APPENDIX 

as  Eucharistic  and  liturgical  works, 
retreats,  instruction  of  converts,  provided 
these  works  be  compatible  with  con¬ 
templative  life  and  enclosure. 

The  Congregation  of  the  Sacred  Heart 
of  Jesus  of  Montmartre  has  this  feature, 
rare  among  nuns  following  the  rule  of 
St  Benedict,  of  being  under  the  govern¬ 
ment  of  a  Superioress-General. 

Every  Convent  of  the  Congregation 
contracts  special  obligation  of  devotedness 
for  the  conversion  or  the  religious  progress 
of  the  country  wherein  it  is  established. 
Consequently  the  Convent  of  Tyburn  is 
devoted — and  that  by  a  special  vow— 
to  the  great  cause  of  the  return  of  England 
to  Catholic  unity.  Under  the  protection 
of  our  Lady  and  the  martyrs,  the  nuns 
strive  by  prayer  and  penance  to  raise 
unceasingly  towards  the  Sacred  Heart  of 
Jesus  the  great  supplication  which  burst 
forth  at  the  supreme  moment  from  the 
heart  of  one  of  the  most  glorious  heroes 
of  Tyburn:  “Jesus,  convert  England! 
Jesus,  have  mercy  on  this  country  !” 
***** 
Several  foundations  have  sprung  forth 
from  Tyburn.  One  of  these  is  St  Benedict’s 
Priory,  Royston,  near  Cambridge.  This 
Priory  is  the  Novitiate  House  of  the 
Congregation  for  English-speaking  sub¬ 
jects. 
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TYBURN  CHAPEL 
DAILY  SERVICES 
Holy  Mass. 

Sundays  and  Feasts  of  Obliga¬ 
tion  . 7-3°  a.m. 

Weekdays  . .  . .  •  •  7  a.m. 

Divine  Office. 

Lauds,  Prime,  Sundays  and 

Feasts  of  Obligation  . .  6.30  a.m. 

Other  days  ..  ..  ..  6.10  a.m. 

The  Hours  of  Terce,  Sext  and  None  vary 
according  to  the  rubrics. 

Vespers  (sung)  . .  . .  4.35  P- 

Compline  . .  . .  . .  7.50  p. 

Matins  (of  the  following  day) . .  8.15  p. 

Benediction  of  the  Blessed 
Sacrament. 

After  Vespers  (i.e.,  about  5  p.m.). 


For  Sung  Masses  and  other  supple¬ 
mentary  services,  see  the  notice-board 
at  the  entrance  of  the  Convent. 
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THE  SITE  OF  TYBURN  TREE 

BY  HERBERT  SIEVEKING 

In  an  article  on  “  The  Site  of  Tyburn 
Tree  ”  (the  permanent  triangular  gallows, 
abolished  at  the  end  of  1759)  in  the 
Daily  Graphic  of  March  11,  1910,  an 
extract  from  a  recently  discovered  plan, 
designed  for  the  parish  of  St  George, 
Hanover  Square,  by  John  Mackay  in 
1725,  was  given,  which  showed  that  the 
south-east  leg  of  Tyburn  was  used  to 
affix  the  boundary  mark  of  St  George, 
Hanover  Square  (S  H  G) ;  and  that  this 
leg  of  the  triple  tree  stood  on  a  spot  at  the 
junction  of  lines  drawn  down  the  centres 
of  Oxford  Street  and  the  Edgware  Road. 
To-day  the  position  of  this  south-east  leg, 
according  to  the  calculations  of  Mr.  W.  E. 
Riley,  the  Superintending  Architect  of  the 
London  County  Council,  would  be  defined 
by  a  mark  placed  six  yards  two  feet  due 
south  from  the  lower  end  of  the  “  refuge  ” 
at  the  southern  termination  of  the  Edg¬ 
ware  Road.  Norden  s  map  of  Middlesex 
(1605)  shows  the  “  permanent  triangular 
gallows  ”  120  years  earlier,  thus  carrying 
it  back  to  within  thirty-four  years  of  its 
birth,  which  occurred,  as  Mr.  Alfred 
Marks  has  discovered,  in  1571.  Till  the 
discovery  of  these  maps  no  diagrammatic 
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representation  of  Tyburn  gallows  was 
known  earlier  than  the  1746  map  of  John 
Rocque.  That  the  Triple  Tree  (an  equi¬ 
lateral  triangle,  with  a  side  probably  of 
eight  to  nine  feet)  should  be  marked  in 


1605  on  a  map  of  the  whole  county  of 
Middlesex,  and  occupy  a  space  equal  to 
one-tenth  of  that  of  Hyde  Park,  suggests 
the  tremendous  impression  the  name  of 
Tyburn  had  for  generations  before  that 
date  made  on  the  public  mind. 
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In  the  Harleian  Miscellany,  Vol.  3. 
1744,  Mr.  Alfred  Marks  found  a  pamphlet 
entitled:  “  A  declaration  of  the  Lyfe  and 
death  of  John  Story,  late  a  Romish  Canoni- 
call  Doctor  by  Profession.  I571-  InC 
printed  at  London  by  Thomas  Colwell. 
This  contains  the  following  passage: 

“  The  first  day  of  June,  the  saide  Story 
was  drawn  upon  an  herdell  from  the 
Tower  of  London  unto  Tibom,  wher  was 
prepared  for  him  a  newe  payre  of  gallowes, 
made  in  triangular  manner,”  conclusive 
evidence  that  the  structure  was  a  novel 
fashion  in  gallows.  Triangular,  perhaps 
for  strength,  and  also  to  face  three  roads. 
Twenty-one  years  later  the  triple  tree  is 
mentioned  by  Shakespeare  in  Love  s 
Labour’s  Lost,”  Act  iv.,  Sc.  3.  Thus 
through  nine  reigns,  from  the  time  of 
Queen  Elizabeth  to  the  end  of  the  reign  of 
George  II,  close  on  200  years,  this  instru¬ 
ment  of  justice,  and  often  of  injustice, 
stood  at  the  south  end  of  the  Edgware 
Road,  at  its  junction  with  Oxford  Street 
and  Bayswater  Road — probably  the  most 
blood-saturated  spot  in  all  London,  sur¬ 
passing  even  Smithfield  by  its  long-con¬ 
tinued  horrors. 

Tyburn  Tree  and  other  landmarks 
relating  to  the  historic  spot  have  now 
finally  been  recorded  for  the  public  by  His 
Majesty’s  Office  of  Works  and  the  London 
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County  Council,  and  the  actual  spot  on 
which  the  gallows  stood  is  now  clearly 
marked  for  the  passer-by. 

It  well  may  give  him  pause. 

“  Looking  back  down  the  long  vista  of 
six  hundred  years,”  writes  Mr.  Alfred 
Marks  in  his  deeply  interesting  Tyburn 
Tree:  Its  History  and  Annals,  “we  see 
an  innumerable  crowd  faring  to  their 
death  from  the  Tower  of  London  or  from 
the  prison  of  Newgate  to  the  chief  of 
English  Aceldamas,  the  field  of  blood 
known  as  Tyburn.  Of  this  crowd  there 
exists  no  census;  we  can  but  make  a 
rough  estimate  of  the  number  of  those  who 
suffered  a  violent  death  at  Tyburn:  a 
moderate  computation  would  place  the 
amount  at  50,000. 

“  It  is  composed  of  all  sorts  and  con¬ 
ditions  of  men,  of  peers  and  populace, 
of  priests  and  coiners,  of  murderers,  and 
of  boys  who  have  stolen  a  few  pence,  of 
clergymen  and  forgers — sometimes  of  men 
who  in  their  person  unite  the  two  charac¬ 
ters — of  men  versed  in  the  literature  of 
Greece,  and  Rome,  of  men  knowing  no 
language  but  the  jargon  of  thieves. 

“  Cheek  by  jowl  are  men  convicted  of 
the  most  hideous  crimes  and  men  whose 
only  offence  it  is  that  they  have  refused 
to  renounce  their  most  cherished  beliefs 
at  the  bidding  of  tyrant  king  or  tyrant 
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mob.  As  a  final  touch  of  grim  humour 
the  ex-hangman  sometimes  figures  in  the 
procession,  on  the  way  to  be  hanged  by 
his  successor. 

“  The  story  of  Tyburn  is  one  of  the 
strangest,  surely  one  also  of  the  saddest, 
in  the  history  of  the  people.” 


145 


/ 


Date  Due 


lay  23  94$ 


— 


''  -  ’4? 


1  8 ’47 


to  2  7Ut 


jun  i  asa. 


MAY  4  ’53 


IfflT-*  ^-2- 


109  'B'J 


Library  Bureau  Cat.  no.  1137 


unniviwvu  VfVLLLUL  ktBKHKT 

Tyburn  and  the  English  martyrs  ; 
272.7  C14 


3  1T37  Q0114T44  1 


\ 


